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ORIGINAL POETRY. 


(Wr had the pleasure, “long time ago,” of publishing the first- 
lings of the muse of Miss Fanny Kemepre, which excited, at the 
tune, aremarkabie degree of attention among literary circles. With 
equal gratification, we 
production, the first publisiied in the country, from the pen of Miss 


now enrich the Mirror with an original 
Vaxpennorr. This beautiful and accomplished young lady is the 
only artiste that we have seen, worthy to succeed that singularly- 
nfted creature, the niece of Siddons, whose vivid delineations of 
dramatic character haunt the memory like half-forgotten music or 


easant dreams Phe opinion seems to be unanimous, that our fair 
pl 


correspondent is, mM her arduous profession, a * bright, particular 


unrivalled in brillianey by any as new in its orbit. She is vet 





threshold of life, and if the woman do but realize the 


upon the 
promises of the girl, a splendid career of histrionic triamph is before 
er. ‘The public always takes a lively interest in everything relating 


to its favourites ; and when, as in the present instance, there is an 


n of literary and poetical talent with the capacity ef imper- 


sonating, with fidelity and force, the bright creations of the English 
drama—rare qualities, indeed, combined in the same individual, and 
ata young lady yet in her teens—the productions of her muse 
ver fail to command universal attention. The stanzas which 
low are exceedingly beautiful, and the mine from which they 


are drawn is unquestionably rich in similar treasures. ] 





THE BLUSH. 


BY CHARLOTTE FE. VANDENHOFF. 


Unbidden T come 
From my prison home, 
Where I linger mid smiles and tears : 
Oh! the sweetest word 
I ever have heard 
llas waked me with fluttering fears! 
And first o'er the snow 
Of the bosom I flow, 
Then change the fair hue of the brow ; 
And see, on the cheek, 
Though silent, I speak, 


Sweet secrets revealing there now 


A traitor am {! 
For a gentle sigh 
Mav be breathed for another's wo ; 
And the ervstal tear, 
All bright and clear, 


Prom soft pity may oftertimes flow 


Bat one little thought, 

With tenderness fraught, 
One word wto life makes me start ; 

Love bids the tongue hush— 

He speaks in a blush 


A blush tells the tale of the heart! 





GERMAN LITERATURE, 


THE DEAD GUEST. 


BY HEINRICH ZSCHOKKE, 
CHAPTER III. 


if country residence just outside the town which now belongs 


T 


the Becker family, was formerly owned by the 





Jarons von Noren 
The last baron was a spendthrift. He seldom visited this castle, 


except to recruit his finances after a season at Paris or Venice ; 


ind his resilence here was only a continuation of his former extrava- 
Trance 


on a smaller seal Traces of the former splendour may yet 


€ seen in the ruins of the old buildings and the vast gardens by 


stich they were surrounded 


The last time that the baron visited his seat, was at an unusual 





hme, and with an unusually large circle of visiters, that is, late in 
‘he year, and accompanied by fifteen or twenty young noblemen 
aml their servants. His daughter was betrothed to the Viscount de 
Vivienne, a rich and amiable voluptuary, who had visited Germany 

the service of Cardinal Dubois. Dubois was the all-powerful 
umster of the Duke of Orleans, Regent of France, and Vivienne 


us especial favourite. It may easily be supposed that the Baron 





on Noren omitted nothing to make the country as agreeable as 


sible to his guests. ‘The pleasures of the table, the chase, of 
May, of short excursions and private theatricals succeeded each 


“Mer incessantly. 


‘ 


Count Altenkreuz, a wealthy young nobleman, 
one of the best families on the Lower Rhine, was the master of 

. ' 
Seremonies. He loved high play, and had an inexhaustible spirit , 


baron had 


of invention in all kinds of sport and amusement. The 
lately made his acquaintance, and brought him with him to Her- 


besheim. As winter drew near, Altenkreuz proposed to give a 


series of masked balls, for which each cavalier was to choose his 
lady from the neighbourhood, without regard to rank or birth, but 


only beauty. In fact there was a deficiency of ladies at the castle, 


and the Baroness von Noren and her few friends were completely 


lost in the crowd of gentlemen. “ Why look at pedigree, when 


pleasure is the object!” said Altenkreuz, “beauty is to be found 


- , 
m every class, and there ere some grisettes, who would do honow 


toa court.” All applauded these remarks, and tailors, milliners 


and carpenters were soon at work. he Viscount de Vivienne was 
determined to surpass ali others, and Altenkreuz equally determined 


He looked about 


and the prettiest damsel, and found both under one roof 


kilful tailer, 


Master 
' 


Vogel was the prince of tailors, and his daughter Henrietta boasted 


to eclipse him him for the most s 


charms which produced only too deep an impression on the count 
There was always 
He or- 


dered two sets of splendid ladies’ masquerade dresses, and had the 


He began to visit Master Vogel very frequently 


something to look after, especially im Henrietta’s sewing 


measure of the tailor’s daughter taken for them, saying that his 
partner was a lady from a neighbouring castle, whose tall and grace- 
ful figure was exactly like Henrietta’s. He was very liberal too, 
and the finest presents as may be imagined, were bestowed on Hen- 
rietta. Whenever he happened to find her alone, he said many flat- 
tering things, and finally began to speak of love. ‘The damsel refused 
to lend an ear to his wooing, for she was a virtuous girl, and be- 
sides, already pledged to one of her father's journeymen ; still she 
was not displeased at the attentions of so distinguished and polite 
a nobleman, for ladies are seldom offended at those who do them 
homage 

A few days before the ball, Altenkreuz entered the tailor's house, 
seemingly vexed and cissatistied. He wished to speak a word with 
him alone 

** Master Vogel,” said he, “ I am in a very unpleasant situation 
You can, if you choose, help me out of my trouble, and if vou will, 
I will pay you better for it than if vou should sit making ball-dresses 
for a twelvemonth.” 

“Tam in all things your excellency’s most obedient servant,” 


replied the smiling and bowing tailor 


* Well, Master Vogel, only think: the lady who was to have 
been my partner is sick, and sends her excuses. All the other 
gentlemen have their partners, most of them daughters of your 


Now here 


ald 


cruzens here I am, alone I might perhaps find a lady 


in some of the rmen’s famihes, but where is there one whom 


the dresses would fit So vou see, I am forced to ask vou to let 


me take vour danghter. The dresses we know will fit her exactly 


The tailor hesitated at first. So great an honour as this he was 


nut prepared tor, so he kept bowing on in silence 
* Henrietta shall have no reason to repent it,” pursued the count, 
“the dress she is to wear shall remaim her property, and I wall with 


pleasure provide whatever is necessary to make her appear to ad 


vantage ima brillant assembly 


‘Your excellency is too good!" cncd Master Vogel.” * Be 
pleased to remain here, I will just speak to my daughter, and send 
her here 

* But, master,” rejomed Altenkreuz, * Henrietta’s lover may 





perhaps he jealous, which would be most unreasonable You must 
explain the matter to him.” 

** Poh, he does not dare open his mouth,” was the hasty answer, 
Shortly after Hennetta entered the 
The Cs 


kisses, and told her of his awkward situation, offering to provide 


and the tailor lefi the room 


apartment, blushing deeply yint covered her hand with 


everything for her, so as to enable her to appear as well as the most 


richly-dressed lady at the ball. She blushed again, especially when 


he told her that she would be the belle of the room, and handed a 


pair of magnificent earrings. This was too much for a vain, weak 


girl. Henrietta ran over m her mind the splendour of the enter- 


admured and dazzling, and 


the 


tamment, herself in the midst of it, 


dressed from head to foot like the first lady m land—but she 


stood embarrassed and stammered out something about her father's 
permission. Altenkreuz satisfied her on tlis point, and as she no 
longer hesitated to grant his request, he clasped her in his arms, 


You, 


and no one else, were my chosen partner from the first moment | 


and cried, ** Henrietta, whv should I conceal from yeu? 


saw you I chose you for my partner velore you were measure dl 


for these dresses—o 


ly for my partner then—now how gladly would 
I choose you for som thung nearer and dearer—for I adore you 


rude, 


Thou art too wondrous lovely, to become the spouse of a 


starving journevman-tailor—thou art destined for higher things 


Dost thou, wilt thou understand me She made no answer, but 
escaped from him into her apartinent. Now, however, there began 
to be trouble in the tailor’s house; for lus journeyman Christian, 
Henrietta’s lover, was half crazy when he heard what was goimg 
Neither the caresses of the weeping girl, nor the anger and 


Henrietta 


on 


threats of her father, could make him listen to reason. 


got no sleep that night She really loved Chrstiun ; but she felt 
no inclination to vield toe him, and give p the only chance she 
might ever have of exciting the envy of all the town bv her beauty 
and splendour at the ball. She even began to suspect that he did 
not really love her, or he would not have gr dyed hera ple asure 
which seemed to her se innocent. The next dav Christian was less 
violent, but still kept repeating, * You shall not go to the ball!" to 
which Henrietta uniformly answered, “1 will, though '” to which 
the father would add, “and go she shall, in spite of you, | com- 
mand it.” But when the day came, and it appeared that she was 
still determined to go, Christian packed up tus httle bundle and 
stood before her m a travelling dress “If you go,” said he, *] 
go too, and we are parted ever Henrietta turned pale, and 
began to weep. Just then a servant of Count Altenkreuz entered, 


hearing a package, as a present from lis master It contamed a 
rich veil, silks and mbands without end vs and jewels. Henr- 
etta looked sidelong through her tears at the ric! presents, and 
wavered between vanity and aflectior 

* You shall not go!" repeated Christian 

* Twill,” replied Henrietta, haughtily. * You do not deserve my 
love or my tears I now see t you never really loved me, since 
you would deprive me of so mnocent @ gratification.’ 

“Be it so!” answered Christian (io! you are breaking a 
constant heart.” He flung her ring down at her feet, went, and 
returned no more 

Henrietta wept and sobbed, but the evenmng came, and m deco- 
rating herself for the festival, she soon forgot ber lost lover. The 
count’s carriage took her to th castic He and Hennetta were 





dressed in black, in the ancient German costume The splendour 
of their dress attracted all eves; they outshone even the Viscount 
de Vivienne and the voung baroness, both of whom wore ‘Turkish 
dresses 

*The man in black must be the count,” sai the viscount to his 
bruie; “he « not hide homself im a mask, for that long ho} pole 
body of hw cannot be shortened, and he m a head taller than any 
one m the room I am more curious to know who hie partner can 
be. She has a fine figure, and dances divimely.” 

“Some common person trom towr . sant the baroness, “vou can 
tell by her awkwardness.” 

It was late before supper was served At the meal the maske 
were removed The viscount could not gaze his till at the lovely 
Crerman He sat bw her side a table, and Count Altenkreuz next 
to the baroness. The two gentlemen seemed to have exchanged 
parts with each othe for while the viscount was loadm hus do- 
hyhed neighbour with co ments and more t! un complunents, the 
count was equally attentive to hus betrothed “LT pon my lie’ 
sanl the viscount to Altenkre alter the tables were cleared, ‘| 


shall steal vour partner nif | have to fight for her.’ 


*T have 


my revenge im my power, my dear viscount,” was the 
answer; “| shall steal your anueble baroness.”’ 

Phe viscount, warmed at once by his new passion and old wine, 
said unthinkinely, and not notremg that the baroncss was near 
enough to hear him, * | would give a dozen of her for that one Ve 
nus in the antique arees tea 

* Viscount,” ened the count, earnestly, * vou do not know what 
vou sav My partner is pretty I grant, bot the prize of beauty be 
longs only to the queen of this festival, your or de 

“ Thular queen, only ' titular queen : Ia omage to the ae- 


tual sovereign '" exclaimed the viscount. Altenkreuz endeavoured 


to silence him by frowns, but m vain His newhbour grew bolder 
in his language, and he was forced to use a sterner tone himself 
Warmth of language on one side produced angry responses on the 
other, tll each of the two gentlemen had msulted the other deeply 
To avoid notice they withdrew to another apartment, where the 
count produced two swords. The Viscount, still boiling with anger, 
snatched onc, flung away the scabbard, and sect on his antagonist 
with blind fury The contest had hardly lasted three mimutes be- 
fore the viscount’s weapon flew out of his hand, and struck a murror 
on the wa 1, suattering it into a thousand wees 

* Base, contemntible wretch !" said Altenkreuz, * your life is at 
mv merey Away and never again pollute this spot with vour pre- 
sence He struck him. slightly with the flat of his eword, and 
flung him out of the door Phat night, the Viscount de Vivienne 
and his retinue quitted the easth 

Dec ply as the voung baroness h d been offended at the viscount’a 
rudeness, she felt it atoned fully for bv the honour of having had 
swords measured in her cause. She had never really loved the vis- 
count. she now hated hum, while, onthe other hand, Altenkreuz, 
whom she had always thought so ugly, now seemed quite mtcrest- 


cove the el 
He dane 
was heard without displeasure 


She 


ve in her sentiments, 





for him to ye 


It was cusy 





d with her repeatedly, 
Meanti ue 


moO 


and as casy to avail himsell of i 


avowed his passion, and 


ile nrie 


manv fine t! 


tta was intoxicated with joy had never heard or seen 


before, and her gratitude to her partner was in 


\ings 
He 


to steal the first 


vi though he was forced 
Next 


vk her home himself, ar 





proport on 


she granted lum the second, 


kiss at parting, 
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day he did not fail to wait on both his partners, the highborn and || its effect—for the legend was the subject of conversation for the While Herr Bantes was declaiming thus, walking quickly up ang ™ 
the humble. and he contrived to flatter both, till each felt sure that |! whole evening. The stoutest unbeliever was Herr Bantes. His down the room, and stopping every now and then to fire off a fresh bu 
his affections were her's alone. He made splendid presents to the | wit, however, made but little impression ; for he was generally volley, his book-keeper crept stealthily into the room M 
old tailor, who soon felt rich enough to give up his shop, and the | looked upon as a kind of free-thinker, and it was known that the * Tt is all true, Herr Bantes.” bi 
haron was loud in praise of his virtues, and not without reason, for | old clergyman had alluded to him when he preached against Arians, * What is true “i 
his intended s law had advanced him a large sum of money at | Socinians, Rationalists, Deists, and Atheists. The subject became *“ He has arrived. He lodges at the Black Cross Hotel.” - 
a very critical moment. It was an easy matter, therefore, for him next day the talk of the whole town—and no wonder ; for the time ** Who lodges at the Black Cross Hotel 
to obtain the consent of both parents, as well as both his mistresses. || lor the c¢ ntennial appearance of the dreaded stranger was near at “ The dead guest.” 

Nor was this all, for he played the same game in the family of one | hand, and even the skeptics were anxious to know how the thing “Stuff and nonsense! You are a grown-up man, why will . 
of the town officers. whose daughter he had estranged from her lover, | would end. Waldrich himself did not learn till sometime after- || believe everything that old women tell you !” 

ind then courted her himself. The baron gave a splendid enter- | ward what an unexpected result his story had produced ; for he was ‘But my eves are not old women. I went to the Black Cros 
tainment on his daughter's wedding-day Henrietta was invited |. obliged to leave Herbesheim for some weeks on military duty. He through curiosity ; the town-clerk was with me, as I may say, Vj 

among the rest, and the count obtained permission from his bride || would gladly have staid, not only on account of the winter, which | took a glass of kirsch together, as a pretext, as I may say. ‘| ts 
to escort her to the ball. The weather was fearful ; wind, rain and || threatened to set in early, but for Frederica’s sake, or rather his | he was " ’ 
snow scemed to strive for the mastery. Even thunder and hail|, own. He felt no doubts as to her truth, nor her firmness in resisting “* How 7” 

were not wanting. Huge trees were broken by the fierce storm, and || the proposed union with Herr von Hahn; still a hundred thousand “*T kew him at first sight. The landlord seems to know 

tiles rattled down from the roofs. This, however, was not noticed || possibilities disquieted him. But there were his orders, and he had _ fer as he went out, he turned to the town-clerk, opened his eyes 

in the ball-room, where a hundred lustres shed around an artificial |) nothing to do but to obey them and drew down his mouth and eye-brows, as if to say, that man, j 
day. and wine, mirth, and love abounded undisturbed by the tumult _ to say, is not here for any good.” 

without. The baroness and Henrietta fairly swam in pleasure ; the CHAPTER IV “ Fiddle-de-dee !” 

one, proud of her wealthy husband, of the priceless jewels, his pre- ‘Ah, poor Waldrich !” said Frederica to her mother, on 8 inday, The collector, who knew him as soon as he saw him sp ; 
sents, which glittered on her dress, and caused the wonder and envy || after they had come home from church, and sat chatting bv the off to the police 


of all present ; while Henrietta, though forced to give up the count 


to his bride, found no lack of admirers and flattery. ‘Towards mid- 


night the baroness left the ball, and was followed by her husband 


When | 


were drive! 


turned, the guests were preparing to cle part Carriages 


up. Altenkreuz conducted Henrietta to his, and es- 


corted her home himself. She found everything hushed in sleep 


She opened the door softly, and struggled in vain to prevent her 
off 


companion from followmg her. The coach drove and he re- 


mated with lie 


Early the wext morning, a fearful, astounding report went round 


that the daughter of one of the city functionaries had been found 
dead im her bed, with her throat twisted round. ‘The people began 
to gather rourml the house, and physicians and the police were 
hastily sent for. ‘The sounds of wo were heard loud and shrill from 
within Ma began, all at onee, to recollect what had happened a 
hundred years before, and also in the time of advent The story ot 


the dead guest ran from mouth to mouth. Master Vogel heard 
the sad news, and tho ight of Henrietta with secret terrour H r 


long did not make him uneasy ; for he knew she had 


ball 


and then of Count Altenkreuz, his tall thin figure, his pale face, 


sleeping s« 


staid late at the But when he thought first of the dead guest, 


ind the deep black suit he always wore, he could not help feeling 
He tried to laugh off his superstitious fears, and went to 


had 
looked further, he found 


anxious 


the cupboard for a glass of the wine which the count sent 


The 
that all the presents he had received had likewise disappeared 
kr iring the 


when he 


'—and, as he 


him flask was gone 
worst, he crept softly up to his daughter's room, and 
the door, there she lay, dead—her face turned 


Hardly knowi 


man of art eyed the body long, and shook 


opened 
towards her bac ve what he did, he hurried for a 


Th 


head doubtfully 





nis 


physician 
The father, who would have lost all he was worth 


sooner than that the truth should be known, hinted, that over 


the bali, or a sudden chill during the nde home, had 


Whil 


two maidens, a new rumour began to 


exertion at 


probably caused her death the whole town was talking 


about the sad end of the 
spread, at the sudden death of the only daughter of Baron von 


Noren f) t 
all told the 


medical men, when they returned from the castle, 


same story, that the baroness was alive that mornmg— 


perhaps still living ; that she had been attacked by apoplexy from 


over-excitement at the ball, and so forth ; but who would believe 


it All were satistied that she had suffered the same fate as the 


others, and the baron had not spared his gold to purchase the 


physicians’ silence. His house, so lately the scene of tumultuous 


enjoyment, had become a house of mourning; he himself was in- 


consolable. ‘To increase, if possible, his horrour, he soon found 


all the piles of gold and bills, all the necklaces, rings, and 


that 
jewels, which the count had presented to either father or daughter, 
latter. The 


arch was made, had disappeared most strangely 


had vanished with the lif 


of the count himself, for 


whom diligent se 
His rooms were as empty and clean as though he had never ocecn- 
pied them. He had disappeared with baggage, horses, carriage, 
servants, and everything, and not a trace of him or them could ever 


be found rhe three unhappy brides were interred on the same 


day, and it chanced that the three funeral processions met im the 
churehyard The pricst pe rformed the se rvice over all at the 
same time Phen one of the mourners, wrapped im his black 


mantle, was seen to step aside from 
] 


the rest, before the pravers 
were ende d, and hardly had removes 


to change hus shape, and appeared 


a tew paces before he seemed 


In strange, antique garments, as 


} 


white as snow ; and, as he moved, three dark red spots were sect 


hy! 


on his back and breast, and drops of blood fel! on his white doi 


wht of all He 


' 
et 


and hose, in the s 


moved towards the slaughter- 


ground, and there vanished. Fear came on all the company, and 
still more on the grave-diggers, when they lifted up the coffins to 
lower them tnto the vault ; for they all felt as light as though they 
were empty Full of panie-terrour, they let them down, and 
covered them hastily with earth. Black clouds, with heavy bursts 
of rain, spread over the country All ran m affright towards thy 


rain and snow, blew after then 
Nore n 


ever returne 


town, and a sharp wind, with gusts of 


Soon after, t Baron von left his countrv-seat, and 


neither he, nor any of lus name, ltow. The gard 


jay waste, and the castle stood empty, till it wes destroyed by fire 


So ended Waldrich’s tale. It was evident that the second part 


of his story had produced Jess impression than the first; stil] 


it had ; 





window of their warm parlour, looking at the deserts d streets, now 


deluged with rain “I do hope he is not on the road now 


While he was here, we had the fivest weather in the world ; and 
how he rrible.”” 


A soldier 


*And remember, if you marry 


Is gone, it Is | 


must bear with everything,” replied her mother 


a soldier, to accustom yourself at 
once to the idea that your husband belongs to his king, and not to 


vou—to honour more than to love—to the camp more than the 





a hundred deaths are watching for him, where 





fires! - and that 


only one lies in wait for other men. For that reason I would never 
have marr d a sold r , 


* But only look, mamma, how the wind roars, and how black the 


clouds are! and see, great hailstones falling along with the rain!” 

Her mother smiled, for a strange idea came im her head After 
awhile, she said Frederica, what do you think This is the 
first Sunday in Advent, when the dead guest always makes his 


appearance It seems he always announces himself by a storm.” 


* T will engage, mamma, that the weather makes our good towns- 


people terribly afraid. They are locking their doors at noon, for 


fear the stranger should get in.” 





At this moment, her father eame in hastily, laughing im such a 


kind of way, that it was hard to say whether it was natural or forced 


* Staff and and all that!” eried he. “Go into the 


to 


honsense, 


kitchen, mother, and bring the gurls their senses, or they will 


fling the roast-beel into the soup, the soup on the ve getables, and 
the vegetables im the mulk-pail *e 
‘What is the 
“Why, don’t you know 


matter asked his spouse 


Phe 


Two of my workmen came m just now, wet as 


j } 


whole town says that the dead 


guest has arrived 
rats and frightened to death, to tell me what they had heard. I did 


As I calit 


past the kitehen-door, I heard a noise among the servants, and put 


not want to listen to their nonsense, and went away 


my head m to see what was the matter. As soon as the fools saw 
my black wig, they began to scream and run away, taking me for 
the dead guest ‘Are you all mad!’ I roared out *Oh, good- 
ess '’ bawls the cook, ‘ vou did frighten me terribly, Herr Ban- 
tes. T ought not to feel ashamed uf I have promised to marry Max 
the chunnev-swec per But now things turn out so, | Wish ] had 
never seen him m all my davs hen she began to blubber, and 


when she wanted to wipe her eves, let the trvi ig-pan full of eggs 


tumble mto the tire Susan is sitting in the chimnev-corner with 
her apron at her eves. Old Charlotte 1s im great trouble too, spite 
of her fiftw vears, and kee ps trving to clean ac urving-knite, and cut- 
ting her finger with it everv minut 

‘Did not I sav so, mamma’” ened Frederica, screaming with 
la liter 


* Bring them to their senses, mother,” repeated the old gentle- 
man, * else the first the stranger will be to make 


perlormance of 


us go without our Sunday 





Frederica repaired to the scene of « laughing and ex- 


‘laiming, ** That he shan’t do at all 


These things.” her father continued, “are the precious fruits 


of superstition and iwnorane¢ \ll are smatterets, from the hostler 
to the prime mimster! School-bovs and divines, professors and 
old irses, are all out now-a-days against imstruction, and say it 


produces insubordination, uwreiig 1 and revolutions, and trv to stu- 


pifv the people back into the anciet Iimnoranc¢ Thev will not 
give a penny for improving our schools, but millions for troops and 
display That is rt Superstt all over The first Sunday in 
uivent, and a storm— a the tb s creep ito ¢ ers, | cross 
ind bless themselves, as t igh the ade ad guest made it rain on a 
Sunday, and all tha 

His wile smiled, and only answered. ** Dor € sO earnest and 
umgrv! the matter does not war 

* Not warrant Ah, vou are a tle touched too, mother! 
Don’t trv to justify superstition—dco trv to justilv anv such non- 
sense When I make mv will. I me: to leave a legacy of ten 

ousand guilders to a teacher at one of our schools, to learn the 
children common sens« He who can tolerate such crazy fancies 


about spirits, devils, apparitions of the dead, and unearthly visiters, 


would bear to see tre whole world a lunatic hospital, and every 


country a slave-marke!. with half of the people groaning as serfs, 


r watch over them with cannon and mus- 


and the other half kee} 


ketry. Curses on their superstition! Things will never be better 





ull another Bonaparte comes to teach the fools something.” 





“The collector is fool, and ov 


a superstitious 





ashamed of himself.” 


} 
s not the de 


*“ No doubt, sir, but allow me to say, if it 


in deep black 


t 


he is his twin-brother \ pale face; dressed 


and a body two yards long; gold chain r 


his neck; his fingers loaded with brilliants ; 


top to toe ; a triple 


a spl ndid 


and travels extra post 





Herr Bantes eyed the book-keeper long, with a look \ 
surprise seemed to ¢ mtend with doubt, then laaghed loud, a 
“Ts the devil busy with us, that such a man must come just 


first Sunday in advent 
* And 


and the wind and rain, so to say, were the fiercest.” 


just as church was out, while the people werk 
home, 


* What is his name 
} 


**T don’t know, but suppose he takes any name thev pl 
one time he will call himself count of Graves, at another ¢ 
Altenkreuz. It seems to me suspicious, so to say, that he w 


straight to the Black Cross. ‘The name seems to have attracter 


Herr Bantes stood for a while, lost in de ep thought, b 


passed his hand across his forehead, and said, “It's nothing 
sport of circumstances Nonsense ' But st 


is a queer thing—on the first Sunday in advent, in terrible we 


chance, a strange 


tall, pale, dressed in black, the jewels, the equipage—I w 


believe a word of it all, my friend, if I did not know yo 
sensible man. You hear the story of the dead euest, vou se¢ 
stranger drest in. black, and in a moment your fancy runs away w 


you, and you imagme all the rest.” 


said, and would not be persu aided out of it 


(Conclusion tn our next.) 





SKETCHES OF REAL LIFE. 
THE YOUTH OF PROMISE. 


CHAPTER 1 


** Give me, 0, give me back the days 
When I—I too—was young.”—Goethc 


My friend, Mr. Sydney Sumpte r, was a resident of the st 





Virginia, and a descendant of one of the noble cavaliers, who w 
among the earliest settlers in the ent Dominion. He was 
gentleman of handsome fortune, with a fine landed estate, an ¢ , 
gant mansion, and a cohort of slaves. His ancestrel domain w 


Mr. Sumpte 


was al e-tor 


usually designated by the name of Eagleswood 


not a remarkable man. His favourite beverage 


and he called his wife Mrs. 8 
One morning, after breakfast, as he was perusing the last I - 


mond Enquirer, Mrs. S. was surprised to see his countenanes 











up with a sudden gleam of intelligence, as 1f an idea had ent ; 
tus head, and was lookmg round apprehensive that it had walk 
into the wrong room. An embryo suggestion was evidently strug 
gling for delivery; and throwing down the paper, Mr. 8 
vawned, and at last was safely relieved of the follown terrog 
* Didn't you tell me, Mrs. S., that—vaw—aw—awh—that H 
had been turned away from Hilson’s 
“Yes, my dear ; actually turned away. Hilson said to “ 
day: ‘Sir, you have told me an untruth ;° whereapon Harr 
a bottle of ink at his head. I do beheve the poor boy d : 
anv harm He was only a little hasty It was afterwards 
that Hilson’s accusation was unjust. Hilson says he ts irre¢ 
ble ; but Beaumont, the usher, savs he has a taste for ( 
and is a bev of parts ' 
*“ Well, Mrs. S., what shall we do with him’ Yaugh—augz 
But stop, my dear. We have discussed the subject suffi 
the present. Next week we will resume it. Is that the M 
m the table!’ Just toss it over to me, if you please , 
As this conjueal dialogue subsided, the olect of it mig “ 
mounted on a spirited black pony, galloping at full spe+ 
avenue towards the house. His dress manifested a ming 
tion in the wearer for jockevship and dandyism. He was 
ina green hunting-frock, with plated buttons bearing the impress : 
fox's head, black tights, and military boots with tassels. © ’ sty 
head he wore a black velvet cap, clasped with a band su sy 
- 


lier yn? } ’ ’ 
aismounted, ne £ 


As he 
heard greeting the black domestics in the court-vard in a ma! 
which called forth from them irrepressible peals of laughter 


vou old heathen, take good care of Saladin, and curry hin dov 


and jauntily set upon one side 














ome 


V UD and 


il a fresh 
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if you wouldn't have me spoil your beautiful profile with the 
dof my whip—Zip, you long tail! Who you looking at, 
Glad to see you, old Pomp 


well, 
but-enr 
Miss Dinah ! 
and let me have a fair run;” and, breaking through the 


Come, boys, clar de 


kitchen, 
Je crowd of old and young, who welcomed his return, the boy 





sat 
ryshed ito the parlour, where his parents were seated Dropping 
s riding-whip, he bounded towards his mother, and bending over 


er shoulder, received her kiss upon his cheek. He then re-anima- 


his father with a cordial embrace 
The door now opened, and a fair girl, with soft auburn tresses 


‘ong closely about her temples, made her appearance 


meline ' my own sister!’ exclamed Henry Sumpter; and 





taking both her hands in his, he extended them at full length, and 


ra moment full in her face, implanted a kiss upon her fore- 
The family meeting was complete 


But the black domestics were curious to examme the singular 


{ appointments of their young master “ Lorra-gorry ! 


ress all 


char did massa Harry get so much boot ejaculated a voice mn a 


sky whisper, which the boy readily recognize d as coming trom 


d the door, that was slightly ajar. A noise of suppressed 


rhter Was Issuing trom the same direction, and casting a side- 


lance towards the spot, he saw half a dozen ebony phizzes, 


wove another, peering through the aperture Leaving his 


. who clapped her hands m anticipation of the mischief, he 
with furtive strides towards the door, and suddenly threw it 
n The consequence was that an aggregation of blacks 


4 ope 
oo ' 


precipitated into the room, laughing, screaming, and hurrying 


“ 
k, so that their intrusion might not be witness¢ d 
- What the deuse is the matter now '” exclaimed Mr. Sumpter, 
¢ down the paper 


Nothing but a sudden fall im wool,” replied the boy, with readi- 


It will be up again soon. Wasn't that capital fun, Emeline 
CHAPTER Ul 
ul son, that can so astonish a mother '"—Hamlet 


be’? said Mr 


O, wondert 





how old may you impter, taking ot! 


Fifteen, last March, sir; if I may trust the old family bible 


wow can you reconcile such frivolity as you are im the abit 


rin, with your age 


Why. sir, as I draw nearer towards my second childhood, I seem 





1 portion of the hght-heartedness of my early years.” 


Mrs 


‘On! the dear, smart little fellow exclaimed Sumpter, 


yaternal admiration at the precocity of her ofl r—"* who 





d have thought of making such a witty re ply 


e reply, 


ts wit,” said Mr 


they 


hnpertinence 


* And 


madam, ts more remarkable for its 


Sumpter, who liked to be antithetical 


vhat have been teaching you at Hilson’s 


. chew tobacco and mix mint ywleps,”’ replied Harry, 


* Beaumont savs, that they spon the 


coolness 
s at Richmond, by being too sparing of their peach brandy ] 
take snuff, sir ; Beaumont says its vulga 
Who the deuse is Beaumont ’” 

‘Beaumont, sir!’ Egad, Beaumont is mv tuter, who has been 
¢ me tor colle ve 

‘Yes, and I dare say you are one of his most promising pupils 

those brane 


your studies, sir, to interesting 





las he limited 


: you have named !” 


Bless vou, sir, no Beaumont is the best ju of horse-tlesh 





e country. I won a hundred dollars at the race-course on Kitty 
ce of Beaumont’s tipping me tae wink 


' She 


er day, in consequetr 


erhaps vou don’t know Kitty's pedigree is the offspring 
Wonder; granddam by Thun- 
Wildair 


not to speak of a col- 


{Su Alfred ; her dam by unp 


ap, uli brother to the tamous old Chanticleer, bv 


great grandam by old Mark Antony 
ral relationship to Yorick, Blazella, Tippoo Saib, Gohanna, 
Silver Ta Violet Fane, Well, sir, the 


to four on Kitty against Arnold's Whalebone 


and Slammerkins match 


First heat, 








ty comes off second b@t—second heat, the conqueror. The 
comes the tug of war Riders are mounted—t ip goes 
m—lang—they are off. Whatadash! Go it, Whalebone 
with him, Kitty Whalebone takes the lead Kitty 1s close 
She makes play. Go it, Whalebone ' Don't be alarmed 
Lee That's vour sort Kitty shoots aheac Huzza' She 
iacs ( —bnuis dehanuce to s iatile-gag, bit and rein—sh« 
weeps round the north turn and up the stretch like a streak of 
4 ¢ Ten to one on Kitty, and no takers Round the south 
sit wes—down the wck sti last turn— 
s —she's coming up thes ahead—she's 
three minutes and tl t isn't she a 
ier 

Upo word, a verv satisfactory display of erudition. Can vou 
thow, madam, t vour son 1s admirably fitted for Cambridge '" 
lhe dear boy does seem to have been in bad company. Harry, 
V e, can't you sav some Latir Is there no 

. at vou have mie yourse: 
$s SC it e \ lw " er | ( » sow 
sam Here, Doming e servant 
t entered the room) ** pr Now ae- 
iv self, f vou don’t want me to bruise your mug, tap your 
are d piteh mto your bread-basket—not to speak of gouging 

snd treading ) shins 


‘Worra, vah, yah, vah'! whar did massa Harry get so much 


rag '” said the black, displaving his grinders, and retreating before 


Ngilistic passes of the bov, who, driving him into a corner, made 





ting him, and then turned upon ‘us heel, exclaiming 








“ There, mother, isn't that science! And as for your * immortal 
passado, your punto and your punto reverso,’ and then your hit, 
your most palpable hit, if I am not the boy for it all, pim me to the 


wall witha pitch-fork, and let me remain there like an impaled beetk 


“You may depend upon it, Mr. Sumpter,” said the lady, * Harry 
} 





ve would have us thin 
Can't I tell Chateau Margaux 
Can't I snuff a candk 
Can't I leap Kubla K 

ven't | 


is not as ignorant as 

* Ignorant, mother! I ignorant 
from Chateau Lafitte with my eyes shut ’ 
seven times out of nine at ten paces ’ 


over a five-barred gate without stirring in the saddle’ H 





been elected an honourary member of the Tallv-ho Club! Can't 
I whip my weight in wild cats! In short, haven't I the prettiest 
sister, the ughest dog, the sharpest jack-knife, the fastest hors: 
and the longest rifle in all Virgima '” 


onsense, and follow me into the 


* Harry, have done with voor n 
library.’ 


**]T shall in all my best obey you, father 


CHAPTER Il 


* Parewe my blessing speed thee on thy journey.” 


mterview m the library closed 


The 


to lather 


ma manner satistactorv bot 


ind son. Harry's acquirements were found to be much 


more extensive than his representations would have led one 1 

suppose He was as shrewd a judge of Homer as of horse-flesh ; 
, 

and he was evidently a mathematician as well as a pugilist ; for he 


manifested as much ability m extracting a root as ever he did im 


, ’ , thor 
planting a settier 


“My de 


as he bounded imto the ir 


said Harry, 


iis mother’s hand with a very filial 


ar mamma,” 


We have concluded 


ild be most p ulosophi al for me to tollow the natura 


fixed upon a plan for settling me im hf 


result of our consullation 


on to the stage 
*On to the stage '” shneked Mrs Sumpter; “ridiculous! © 
i Vv, vou are King It seems to me— 
* Seems, madam?! nay,i I know not seems 
"Tis not alone my inky cloak, 2 i ther, 


No, nor thie fruitful river in the eye, 
XN on 





* Mother, for e of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 
That trespass but my ma 


wt your iness speaks.” 








r 

*Eygad, though, wouldn't | produce a sensat on’ The part of 
Hamk va yo gentleman, his first appearance Moth 
you'll come to my benefit 

‘Your benefit, you graceless rrateful, good-for-no o re 
probate To think th 1 Sumpter should so demean | ist 
Surely vour fathe _"* 

My father! Methinks I see my father 

* Where 

‘+ In my mind's eve, Horatio.” 

*Oh, Harry, you will break my heart, if vou turn stroller 


Harrv began to see that his joke was misapprehended, and that 


his good mother, as was too much her custom, had taken his 





marks au ned de lettre He then « xpl uned that by going on to 
the stage, he simply meant going off in the mail coach At this 
assurance, Mrs. Sumpter’s indignation was considerably allayed ; 


and it ended m downright admiration of the excruciating cleve 


ress 
of her interesting progeny 
rT Yes, 


Cambnidae 


mother,” said the boy, “I actually start to-morrow for 


The college 





nmencement takes place in a mont! 


und be off.” 








and I shall have barely time to pack up 


As soon as the prospect of Harrv's departure was brought home 








to the 1, her maternal fondness 


broke 
listen to Harry's going off 


unagination of the worthy matre 


forth m endearmg exclamations of sorrow She could not 


amongst the horrid Yankees and Yahoos 


not Know enough already, wit! 


She couldn't perceive why he did 





out stuffing his brain with any more Greek and Latm stuff. She 
could not exist without him, and was very sure that Harry would 
never live to come back 

“Tt isall very true,” said Harry, w in hysterical sob, and with 
a very tragic application of his handkerchiel to his eves-——** and 
then [ shall miss the race—rac¢ ces’ boo—hooh! and then 
there are no faro tables in Cambridge—hoo—bhoo—ugh ! and Beau 





Beau—Beaumont savs the juleps a worth a snap! hoo—boo 
—hullabaloo ! 

* Why you little dissipated wrete exclanmed the fond parent 
changing her tone olf condolence to or of astonishment and anger 
* vou shal! go to Cambndge now; ¢ sag it pity you were 
not going to be sent upon a voy yund Cape Horn Juleps a 
faro tables indeed ' { Mrs. Sumpter left the room to make in 
siant preparations for Harry's « ture 

And so he was packed otf to college! The last I saw o n he 
was on horseback following t coach that contamed his luggage 
He rose in his saddle, gave usa par t ho-ho, and was snatched 
from view by an angle m the 1 ave not vet heard w 
sort of a fieure Harrv 1as made at ¢ mobriage, Dut Iw Ke 

t to inquire when | 1 there i wil t f to a s¢ 
react the result of ¥y mvestigat s 
Life would be as 1 ipportable wi t the prospect of death, as 


it would be without sicep. 


There are no persons capable of stooping so low as those who 





desire to mse m the world 

Thev declaim most against the world who have most sinne 
against it; as people generally abuse those they have injured 

It 1s more difficult to convince the vicious that virtue exists, than 


cood that it 1s rare 


to persuade the 


THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 


FABLES. 


THE BEES AND THE Wasr 


“ What a generous creature man must be!” said a young bec 





“he feeds us, gives us a shelter, and spares us even when we do him 
harm. I myself saw the other day, that some of us stung him, when 
was giving us food, and vet he du t se in his act of gen 
Tosity What a mle Creature the 

* What a selfish one, rath t da ler newwhhour. “ He 
knows verv well that he vets . ey ack nus with usury 
t s the only reason why he eds us “ er, and forgives our 
stinging hu 

rh s all verv we re ed wasp, who happene to fly 
past, ** man is ta s¢ sha } atte 4 Il sh he e to know 
if anvbody ever is teedin s 
l e dM he w 5 W greats lV tha l sed hum 
capable of. None s t sey t ‘ s ers 
wrFAN NT aN PAWN 

l AK i i choss Ki low t i initiv « l neiwh 
ourmg Paw A tine time we should have of ut, if our arm 
Was lac pot such tellows as you llow slow you travel! only 
LOOK Al ne once s0 he spoke, and pumped at one spring half across 
the board The Pawn sax thing, but crept « ste y step, till 
t became—a Queer 

2.—This, mwever, Was tthe end of it *‘Thd not wonder idle 
{ ow 5 1 vy Ques . ‘ ny former low estat 
Let us see, if he us 1 jest humour now She advanced 

iinist hin ‘ « poor Ang! ell bets er, at the very first 
ttack 

} Is t such rev c swee shea the Ques ol a newh 

( asthe 

*No doubt it ts was the swe But | am sorry to say 
at it betrays thy al rue extrac The truly noble never 
seck revenge 

} ‘\ ‘ 


ction wit! 








the ps of Duke Lax Vas ’ «lore the pudg ment 
seat of hus majesty, the L d condemned by the ry monarch 
»receive twelve ws ( st ¢ ol tis cars 
That ¢ ” cried t ‘ | knelt down before him 
m \ se tat mid ve crown and e nap rilous 
ello im] was rank in realm for his 
conduc 
You are r s iN | ‘ ' the nof such a 
{ wr deserves to be ‘ ‘ erecrimimals; so let hin 
ve lour-and-twe \ ft cars 
There are ditlerent = stice i th the mm and brute 
K A i 
AN 
| l) ale of hos 
mt ~ t y is generally 
praise i) ‘WwW \ ccasiot 
tom t i ‘ ! her, am 
vhen he t me \ er! your lik 
shall pay © torte V 
Have tv « ‘ exe love ] never sa 
wivetl va V ‘ t 
| s © very rea e very reason | 
lam gomg to strangle y 
rHe r'TLE GIRL AND H HKRISTMAS PRESENT 
A little girl ones ! ther stinads presents, a whij 
but if was a beautil t . ‘ d silk The 
poor little thin vho ‘ w saw such an 
s nent, was m s ‘ . ous ! present, for 
she t t Surely ‘ r »much as others 
Gn es nade a «! earned it about with her 
‘ rever she we l ‘ ¢ very next mor r, she did 
. r mot \ t ome e young lady 
es her kne« 4 ‘ md, t ors row tthe embroidered 
ron duced ex mie the 1 sed to 
[ 6 s i ' ‘ I scovery as thi 
NAN ' s 
Re ye Ss \ re s nes , ( cried the 
of the warmest re \lre ily kK, we are fairly 
1) t let that put y tot ‘ my tnends,” answered 
e God; “ mille . cople, who live to the north 
vou. would freeze to death, I was to take away any of 
mv ravs from ¥ 
Weare ove tened with ess, saulS \kbar’s servants 
So m the better, sered he; * your extra labours enable 
f mvs ects t ‘ ace 
THE HO! ww NUT 
Is ‘ eward '” cned Nut, already If hollowed out, to 
e Worm that was feeding on it *“T gave thee rth, and thou 
cdestrovest me 
If vou only brought me into the world, to let me die of hunger, 
Idor see that my life was a very valuable present, or deserves 


answer 
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SONG ON THE HUDSON. 
“Tt was an hour after twilight before the Arrow glided into the little nook 
where our landing-place was situated.’'—Manuscrtpt Letter 
Own, on, brave bark! though the sun’s last ray 
From the breast of the Hudson has melted away, 
Still the breeze blows fair, and the stars shine bright ; 


Oh' let us, then, welcome the beautiful night ! 


The silence how deep' how serene the repose 
I 

Not a sound save the ripple that gurglingly flows, 

Ane 


With the dash of the spray and the billowy chime 


the voice of the singer, that still keepeth tame 


Then on, Arrow, on! though the waters are dark, 
Yet the breeze and the tide bear thee swift to thy mark 
© grant, heaven, grant! when life’s daylight 1s o'er, 


Hope and Faith, wind and tide, be as fair for thy shore. H. 8. L 





LETTERS FROM LONDON. 


= 


EGLINTOUN TOURNAMENT. 


BY WILLIAM COX 

Tis long-expected event, with the preparations for which all 
England, Scotland, and Ireland has rang for the last two months, 
commenced at the Castle of Eglintoun, on the day fixed, the twenty- 
eighth of August 

A tournament! Shade of Ceaeur de-Lion—Knight of the Fetter- 
lock! why sleepest thou ’ 

A tournament in the days of spinning-yennies, shocttles, and tred- 
dles—of locomotives and rail-roads—of joint-stock banking com- 
panies and diffusion of knowledge societies! It was enough to 
make, and doubtless did make, many a canny Scot exclaim with the 
worthy Mr. Nichol Jarvie 

The difficulties the lord of Eglintoun has had to contend with, in 


_ Ma conscience 


producing his spe ctacle, have certainly not been few or far between 
Some of them were pecuharly characteristic of the prosaic age in 
which we live. Among others, the provost of \vre sent a letter to 
inform his lordship, that if any ace dent occurred at the tournament, 
arising from the contests of the knights, in consequence of which 
death ensued, as the ease would occur in his (the provost'’s) juris- 
diction, he would feel it his duty to apprehend the parties as guilty 
of manslaughter, together with Lord Eghntoun and others of his 
company as aiders and abettors ! 

Only to think of the iumpertimences of modern times! Think of 
a civic magistrate a few centuries ago s¢ ndin r suc h a me ssage toa 
feudal lord or * baron bold ! 

Lord Eglintoun, however, instead of mounting his horse, drawing 
his sword, and summoning his trusty followers, in order to take sum- 
mary vengeance for this piece of insolent interference, sat qui tly 
down in his easy-chair, took up a “ gray goose quill,” properly shar- 
pened, and discreetly indited a civil explanatory letter to the worthy 


r him that he 


magistrate, Inform was only getting up, what he con- 


sidered, a harmless spectac le for the amusement of his friends and 


neighbours—that he had taken every possilile precaution to preve nt 


hat he apprehended no more danger to life 


untoward aceidents—t 


than from a ste¢ ple -chace, fox-hunt, or any other species ol sport ot 


common occurrence and conelh ce d by assure the worthy fune- 


tionary that he would be highly gratified by his presence on the 


occasion, in order that he might satisfy himself as to the perfectly 


harmless nature of the sports 


This and other circumstances aroused public curiosity not a little 


Indeed, long, loud and fre quent have been the “ notes of prepara- 


tion” sounded over the whole length and breadth of the island for 


anomalous, and 


wit, the 


the last two or three months, by those somewhat 
certes, unpre cedented her ilds for such an occasion—to 


newsypayn es and ureat has been the gossip and Spe culation caused 


of the days of other years.” 


by this attempted revival of the feats 


The mvriad admirers of Sir Walter Scott and the few readers of 





Froissart—the dusty antiquary, and the nt school-boy, alike 
felt their imaginations kindled by the mere thought of a * passage 
of arms” after the fashion of a by-past age The voung and the 


gay —youths who could * well vstride a steede,” and ladies with 


bright eyes, pretty faces, and daimty forms, who felt, or fancied, 


} 


that they would look more than ordinanly enchanting in the rich 


costume of the fifteenth century, of course were loud and unani- 
mous in praise of Lord Eglintoun’s * chivalry Sober, cynical 
people, with an eve tor the ndiculous and little sympathy with the 


} 


past, termed it Lord Eglintoun's * drollery ;"* while the downright 
morose and splenetic styled it at once Lord Eglintoun’s “ foolery 
Political croakers again marvelled at the hght-heartedness of lords 
and ladies who could thus * play with the time,” and amuse them- 
selves after this fashion, while the earth was burning under their 
feet with the hidden and smouldering fires of chartism, and which, 
moreover, were ever and anon bursting forth in small voleanic 
eruptions, (with more, however, of smoke than flame about them ;) 
while, on the other hand, the * shopocracy,” coach and steamboat 
proprietors, lodging-house keepers on the north of the border, and 
all whose business was benefited and profits augmented by his 
lordship'’s “ revival,’ were clearly of opmion that it was a very 
spirit-stirning, because, to them, pocket-filling, affair, and conse- 
quently worthy of all commendation. 

Whatever, however, might be the various forms and shades of 
opinion as to the chivalrous, droll, or foolish nature of the affair, 
there was po denying the tournament the recommendation of 
novelty, and the hubbub and sensation created was immense. But 
we must proceed methodically, and first : 


THE GATHERING. 


“ From the far Hebrides, dark with rain, 

To eastern Lodon's fertile plain, 

And from the southern Redswire edge 

To farthest Rosse's rocky ledge ; 

From west to east, from south to north, 

Scotiand sent all her (eazers) forth ;” 
which, together with a plentiful infusion of English and Irish, and 
a goodly admixture of foreigners from all parts, formed an assembly 
of some fifty or sixty thousand people, a number never before wit- 
It would 


Among 


nessed in the retired and aristocratic park of Eglintoun. 
be an endless task to attempt to enumerate the company 
the foreigners were two counts of Esterhazy and Louis Napoleon 
Bonaparte ; the principal literary character present was the cele- 
brated Professor Wilson 

On the morning of the eventful day, the road from Irvine to 
Eglintoun presented an unceasing succession of striking and pic- 
The 


peasantry had been mvited to atte nd in Highland plaid and bonnet, 


turesqu¢ effects — it was, in fact, a moving panorama 


and * o'er the moor,” and * chrough the heather,” groups of jolly 


farmers and sturdy peasants came trooping towards the scene of 


attraction, and a fair infusion of * lassies’ were not wanting to 


vivify the scene; burghers and burghers’ wives in every description 
of vehicle, “ Glasgow folk,” and * Paisley bodies” thronged the 
road in one continuous stream for hours together ; while here and 
there some Jew, or “friar of orders gray,” or “ holy (’) Palmer™ 
in sandalled shoon, was to be seen, diversifying the every-day garbs 
of the more prosaic multitudes by their ancient fanciful costumes 
For hours the living mass poured steadily forward, much to the 
gratification of the Irvine toll-keeper, who on this single day took 
more money than usually falls to his lot for an entire year; the first 
day of the tournament clearing his annual rent 


Inn- 


keepers modestly charged about two thousand per ceut. above what 


But it was not the toll-keeper alone that was benefited 


is usual in the quiet town of Irvine, and got what they charged 


Six, ten, and fifteen pounds were asked for beds and rooms; anc 


resistance, remonstrance, or appeals to conscience were m vain, 


because if one would not or could not pay, another could and 


would. ‘The * minister,” a person probably 


* Passing rich with forty pounds a-year,” 


was turned out of the qui . Manse,” and receive d thirty pounds 
remuneration therefor; and the native population in all quarters, 


and in all wavs, benefited themselves not a little at the 


expense ot 


foreigners, “ sassenachs,” and the curious of their own countrymen 


THE ARENA 


The place selected for the tilting was a very happy one. It was 


a smooth open lawn, of considerable extent, at the south of the 


castle, surrounded on all sides by imposing clumps of trees, whose 
j } 


dark foliage contrasted well with the livelier shade of the 


green- 


sward, and the gay and glittering dresses of the various groups 


collected upon nature's carpet. A wooden paling, about five feet 
in height, served to prevent the multitude from encroaching upon 
the space reserved for the lists, while the grand-stand, calculated 
to contam about eight hundred or a thousand persons, with two 
galleries right and left, of slightly-inferiour dimensions and accom- 
modations, composed the southern side of the arena of which they 
commanded a full 
+] 


gentlemen in the 


view. These galleries were crowded with 
striking costumes of the fifteenth century, and 
lovely ladies ** yelad” in dresses of the same period ; the rich dark 
hues of the one contrasting felicitously with the lighter and liveher 
colours of the other. But this portion of the show is best suited 
for man-milliners, or gentlemen gifted with “ mercer-lke memo- 


We 


however, borrow so far from authentic accounts as to state that 


ries,” hike worthy Master Goldthread in Kenilworth. may, 


Lord Eglintoun received his guests in the interiour of the castle, in 


blue and gold embroide rv. slashed with gold-coloured 


a dress of 
satin and trimmed with ermine 

The castle of Eglntoun itself has not much te recommend it 
either to the architect or the antiquary. It is small and irregular, 


Angk 


On the present occasion, however, what- 





constructed in the Norman fashion, it is a com- 


paratively modern pile 


and though 


ever might be thought of the exteriour, there could be only one 
impression as to the style in which the interiour was fitted up. It 
was gorgeous in the extreme, and in excellent taste. Even the 
chandeliers suspended from the neliy-enfretted roof were in cha- 


racter, and designed to carry the mind from the fashions of our 


own day, bemg designed and manufactured after the antique but 
admired stvle of Francis Fust of France, the hero of the battle of 
Pavia and Fanny Kemble’s tragedy 

The 


magnificent scale 


temporary erections were also on the most extensive and 


1 connexion with the diming- 


Two pavilions 1 
room of the castle, two hundred and fitty feet long by fifty feet 
wide, were appropriated, the one for the banquet and the other for 
the ball, and decorated in princely style 

Right in the centre of the grand stand was the seat appropriated 


to the * Queen of Love and Beauty This seat, or throne, was 
rendered still more prominent by the superiour richness of the 
decorations, and the elegant frieze of Gothie architecture by which 
the whole was surrounded. At each end of the arena. and within 
the enclosure, the encampments or pavilions of the various knights 
were pitched, and exhibited the most brilliant colours. Tents and 
marquees were also scattered over the lawn in front of the castle, 
as sleeping-places for the knights and their attendants 

The 


galleries were as gay and glittering as gilt could make them ; the 


The tout ensemble at twelve o'clock was really imposing 


gentlemen's dresses were fine, the ladies were fine, and the weather 
was fine also. 


But, lo! here a change ensued. 





TESTS cn 


At twelve o'clock an ominous drizzle, or Scotch mist, set 


in, 
which, angmenting to a severe and settled rain, in a little time 
converted the gay and splendid scene into a most rueful and dis. 


consolate affair. ‘There was right speedily a most unanimous and 


anomalous display of umbrellas. In the two open galleries, gentle. 
men of an unphilosophic turn of mind swore, and ladies of whatever 
turn of mind sighed, and looked upbraitlingly at the pitiless heaven, 
remorselessly employed in damaging the dresses and decorations of 
the fair sufferers. It was in truth vexing. The well-chosen an 
No o 
“ Whatever is is right ;” and 
patience, instead of being looked upon as a virtue, was voted to } 


For two mortal hours did the rain ¢ 


long-studied finery of thousands soaked in rain-water! 
quoted Pope's celebrated sentence : 
" 
downright sensibility n- 
tinue to descend, and people were beginning to give up hopes of q 
procession, when at two o'clock, in the midst of a drene 


shower, it started from the castle. It would have been a gay te 


gallant show, unsurpassed perhaps, as far as “ show” went, in thy 
best days of chivalry: but the difference between what it wo 
have been and what it was, was about the same as the differences 
between the pride of the farm-yard strutting about among his hare) 
of hens, with his gorgeous plumage glittering in the sun, and the 
same animal drenched and miserable, with his tail, as Washinoto 
Irving has it, ** matted to a single feather.” 

On the first day, the Queen of Beauty went in a close carriage, 
and the King of the Tournament carried ar, umbrella! But « , 
the Friday, Lady Seymour filled her appointed place in the proces. 
sion in the appointed manner, and the gallant marquis discan 
his ignoble covering, though perhaps he will not be able so eas 
“The Knight of ; 


his newly-acquired 


We 


to discard cognomen : 


Umbrella.” must now come to 
THE TILTING 
And here we may suppose the before-mentioned worthy 


cautious magistrate, with the fear of manslaughter stron: | 





eyes, addressing the Queen of Beauty to the following effect 


“Take thou this warder, as the queen 
And umpire of this martial scene 
But mark thou this: as Beauty bright 
Is polar-star to valiant knight, 
As at her word his sword he draws, 
His fairest guerdon her applause, 
So gentle maid should never ask 
Of knighthood vain and dangerous task ; 
And Beauty's eyes should ever be 
Like the twin-stars that soothe the sea : 
And Beauty's breath should whisper peace, 
And tnd the storm of battle cease 
I tell thee this, lest all too far 
These knights urge tourney into war 
Blithe at the trumpet let them go, 
And fairly counter blow for blow 
But, lady, when the strife siows warm, 
And threatens death or deadly harm, 
The Shire’s dread magistrate commands 
Thou drop the warder from thy hands.” 


The first course between the “knight of the swan” and the 


“knight of the red-rose,” was a most miserable affair. “ [ys 


cretion is the better part of valour,” said Sir John Falstaff; s 
the 


is, thonght swan and the red-rose, and they seemed { 


determined not to hurt each other. At last, however, the swa 


hit the red-rose on the head, and was declared the victor 


rhe next contest was a spirited one, and worthy of the occas 


The “lord of the tournament (Lord Eglintoun) and the “k 


of the dragon” (marquis of Waterford) encountered full earcer 


‘he lord of the tournament directed his lance with great preeis 
but on the first onset it was warded off and broken by the renow 


dragon's shit ld In the second both musse d ; but ont 


lord shivered his lance on the 


course 


third, the dragon's helmet, and r 
smiles and praises of 


to whom, after each tilt, the victorious knight went forward 


ceived as his reward the the queen of beaut 


made an humble obeisance 
The * red rose” next took a fancy to come in contact with th 
* burning tower,” but as might have begn « Xpt cted, gained not 


by it, the “tower” being too powerful for the flower 


“The knight of Gael” and the * black lion.” and the “ black 


hon” and the “dragon” had their tussle together, but nothing 


curred worthy of notice, and the tilting was declared to be at 
eud for the first dav 

A combat with two-handed swords also took place betweer 
man named Mackay and a soldier. Both were clothed in arm 
and the contest was carried on with much spirit, but the solder 
was ultimately forced to yield 


ie Tam 


The proceedings were now brought to an untimely close, tl 





having thoroughly damped all enthusiasm for out-door pastime, and 


the company were felicitating themselves with the thoughts of 





least a splendid banquet and ball, but alas! for human caleu 
Lord Egltoun rode up in front of the throne, and addressing ! 
king of the tournament, stated that the large pavilion was absolute 
swimming, that the dinner and ball could not possibly take plac 
and that he could only receive as many guests as could be acco 


modated in his small dining-room. His lordship then expressed 





deep regret that the rain should have spoiled his arrangements. 
The king of the tourname’ 


after a complimentary reply, formally informed the company of 


declared that he had done his best 
purport of his lordship's speech, and the great majority had to depa 


dull, drenched, disheartened, and dinnerless to Irvine or elsewher 

The next day came, and the rain came also. The grounds wer 
a swamp; and the list more calculated for duck hunts or othe! 
aquatic sports, than tilting. Some desperate or wate r-proof peop 


made their appearance at the barrier to see if anything was to be 
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. hte > tter. ¢ ) x 7 > > , rh] . — P 
done, but the knights knew better, and Lord Eglintoun (for whom METROPOLITAN SKETCHES. n marble, which nought else could perpetuate. Not that it is lofty, 
all good-natured px ople were sorry) had again to apologize for the, .___, or gorgeous, for it is neither, but it occupies a large space for a 
. . ‘ 4 . a} .) " : : 
+,nonement of the sports. / ‘ : ‘ . ba : : crowded churchyard, and its materials ar rst he be 
postponement of ns AN HOUR IN TRINITY CHURCH YARD. , ms als are costly. The base is 
3 T : oblong, broad and high, with its corners surmounted by urns. A 
: 1, imE—ceaseless, corroding time-—nations, empires, pyramids, 
[riday, however, was a day of uninterrupted sunshine. The ga- ; D : : . ‘ pyramidal shaped block nearly covers the base ; the whole is of white 
} , Tv and temples, cruombie—vea, VEATH Itsel fad belore | sel ; 
thering of people was as great as on the Wednesday rhe stands +1 4 a : a ae “| marble, surrounded by an ivon railmg. It is the grave of one who 
er r! . ance of eternity, all ul , , 
were crowded as before with persons in the rich and picturesque |) "" = : s ilied a large space im the carly tory of the republic, both as a 
- } Stranger, if you mourn the march of this mighty conqueror wher 
costumes of former ages, though there was, upon the whole, a larger : —- ' pap 5 ' ' i . soldier and a statesman—ol one who fell m the zenith of his fame, 
ve lays his broad hand upon relies long revered, stand with me and 
‘ofysion of modern fashion, as if to challenge comparison wrth the | * i , ou “ , revered and lamented by his countrymen. In the language of one 
, look vour last upon von tall spire, which is now tottering beneat ' 
the comparison was certaimly not in favour of the moderns ‘ hers . ' , = og ’ ws ; of our own pocts, of him it might be truly said, 
. . the attacks of the indals who have determined upon us dest: 
The grotesque extravagancies of Paris do not show to much advan- == , - : : ; ' = . . I . » mation of 
S : ee tio Wallis have aly ¥ lalien, “ul i In Inme ih : < his cof t . 
tage alongside of the “1 ullinerv and dress-making of tormer times _ he walls have already | : em ‘ ‘ B ' ‘ iw weteve 
Ay = : \ the tomb-stones, and above the graves which they once overlook« | . . . ‘ 
Indeed, as a London paper happily enough remarks—* It was im- ; : vat mo ent covers the remains of Generat Avexanoer Has 
t to HOR Trpcrra Like stecil armo ir ol the kn v ifs, the gay ake - and 2 Ws sae ee by pi oe, falls thie Specs I waited Ks demol = = N \; r 1¢ rt = { i 
— : 2 7 feclingly as I would the last moments of an old companion ; it is 
corations of the esquires and pages, the quaimtly-deviced liveries of : i lo the memo 


‘ , 7) associated with the ree 
she rotasners and serving-men, and then to survey the assembled 


NS, : ; ‘ v of 
mections of my cartes boyhood, s ALEXANDER HAMILTON, 


» . tne ' lestructi unm } \ Sat i ~e r ’ , 
wd (in modern costume) without feeling that the present age, m cannot Withess Its destruction unmoved lunv a Saturday aller The Corporation of Trinity ¢ . or . 
cn Lauhl noon have I, one of a * school-boy troop,” frolicked m innocent glee MONUMEN 
-janve for the many varied and unspeakable advantages it has | 
= " , over the old tombs with our childish games, until the shadow of the In tes ouv of their respect { 
conferred, has taken awav from us much that in former times must ea, tesco, Sots rig reel 


: , 1“ old spire grew faiter and faimter across the churchyard, warming us 
ributed to grace the beauty and poetry of ordmary life The Somer of a 


























yave con , } } j j 
| that our sport was over; then, with a shout and a bound, would we ‘I S \ { te W 
rhe processton this day was really an unposing representation of ' T TATESMAN Of consummate is 
. slarn} ) ! tor ; i e i ; 
mM clamber over the old fence of wood into Sroudway, and « spersc to nas ' : , - } } 
the dresses, manners and customs tive centuries ago The tilting, . 2 7s Wh TALENTS and VIRTURS W © adinired 
; meet again at the same place on the next holiday On Sabbat bv 
wever, Was, as on the first day, not anything very particular, and t Crasefal 
: ’ “er a mornings, too, how often have I hstened to its chimu y belis W ta Aosta y 
scarcely Worthy of detaucd notice Lord Eglintoun, who seems to , I , , 
delight, unti! it seemed to me that there was a mysterious connex u ' ave dered ? 
sve paid much attention to these martial exercises, came off victor : UBT 
between religion and the sound of those be And on everv Fourt He died J _ ao 
every contest in which he was engaged a = soaps died July 12th 1804 awed 47 
- ‘ = , - |, of July, “old Reynolds,” with patriotic fervour, would leave his 
We except one capital bout, however, between the ‘knight of cot Ilis was no « n fa st full n rity of e eollect 
- sane a 1 1 ” becr-shop mm Chames-street, and ring amerry peal at morning, noon . = 4 , 
+ rriffin” (Earl Craven) and the “knight of the golden hon, , B . wssessing a neble ambitio w acknowl ed hea a powertul 
© “ge . " and night ut they are gone—church, spire, Delis, and all OLD 7 ‘ ' P . «by nod ) Roe 
Cantain J. O. Fairlie.) from the general charge of tameness. ‘The . ; sig 3 I j \ imme witha ; eckoned him on she shadow 
t : ao eee : P Teinrry is levelled wrth the dust 4 his greatness dark d the path of one eq \ tious—t 
earanee of the earl of Craven excited considerable interest, from c : , 
} | } } * We ne'er shall look upon its like again.” Vals inet, hor separated Until the funeral pall obvsc storey ' 
const : t . wl s hes s 
circumstance t the armour m winch he was wathed wa ' . tigh hopes a sof Hamurox ial of os 
. \ 1) One bright afternoon, a month or two bygone, (1 think it was 
t which was wern by his ancestor, then baron of Hilton, at the 2 ' unt world « r ever t wild of the living 
; ‘ 7 , June,) I strolled into the old churchyard, to ponder an hour or two) p > 
nous battle of Cressy The first shock between those knights 4 . ! Bows 
eae’ ii} . * j 1 — ooh ' 
‘ . over dilapidated monuments and mouldermg hatchments, where, as 
was the finest passage of arms in the whole tournament Both — an , We are watt f wed t wits @ wore 
eo } } Horace writes, 
knwhts met in full career; the lances of each wer shivered, that ' rows Hk om the ‘ 1) \ sxe. Dr 
] } tler® . rr ta Mors no pulsat pede pauperum t rma ' 
s lordship being broken off almost at the gauntlet’s grasp. This Ne o . ' oe - “ Peverers, Jaun a Lows, G ers, | eNarns, N “ 
- . regu jue u es 
tal ate Bead wool < aeen tee oh - —_ 
nt action was hailed with loud acctamations by the surrounding on . ° IVINcSsToONs, ¢ RAKSONS, Names it , io . 
™ - , a ; , he swe!! w mounds were dressed in nature's greenest livery, the | aSe ’ . fan . . . 
" sha — Pe thy a : , , 
es the second course both passed without striking n : : cy j vi whose des t< 
In . ! ‘ elm trees and svcamores were in full leaf, and the horse-chestnut ! —_— . 7S} . t 
; ] nlint } ! . nal } } ] ’ ' , { 
d ti irl once more splintere 1! s lance, and was declares ’ neesiryv ¢ lo ¢ hos ristin vs ol " ) 
BG SRS C8h GELS Mee ' - egies ‘ was in blossom The chirp of the grasshopper sounded clear and =“ ‘ . 7 ponee s 
ctor. The Queen of Beauty's smiles were agaim in request : , trv hey wer wml old stock these first settlers, vet it must b 
v Phe Queen of = _ “ . lively as he leapt out of my path, and the occasional note of some “7 s ck. * y . . 
r lay’ rte concluded r ! lé : — ‘ owledged t the ce was not} 1 low the 
The day's sports concluded by a sort of general melée, when the | tiny bird, from the branches of the tall trees, mingled with the fa icknowledgec wwe Was no New-England 
} } } , } : termixt ; f t mvs . = on ' ’ 
narguis of Waterford and Lord Alford had to be par ed by the hum that swept from t susv crowd without, and added to the ATUTE l I t nveeil c ! lor the 
, : i 
, - ' 2 . , . , var 
knight martial of the list harmony of the scene and senses It was the resting place of the . ' 
,” } ‘ rr T te ] ‘ Isto : iis T 1 i | r 
The sports were to be rene wed on Monday, when, among other) dead surrounded by the liv w. Numberless thousands were here He ire some ten head ’ nae er, mark raves 
, ' ‘ , 
ms, the Irvine archers displeyed their skill, and some of | reposing in the long sleep of death whose footsteps had once beat 1 family nan Parwee 
} > } ‘ . . 7 . ‘ \ 
the fair damsels exhibited their acquaintance witn woodcrait as firmly as those which now fell upon my ear, and probably trod : n: Hey war’ L, \ : 
eside the ant sleeps 
the same broad pavement with as high es, and as bref anticipa , 
. H There iss r sacred the bury of families toue I 
} ler! tion of death mw little we think of t ecrtain ¢ that awaits 
Some of the radicals, ultra-utilitarian, or particularly well-soaked shatahes . . tl dust mi decay, and m dea they are not divided 
wher nase th , nit rm aT t tisu ‘ 
editors have got out of temper with the tournament, and pronounced s, When we pass the graveyard im the populous eity J rt \\ ering a little fa . Peanicd one . —— ee he 
— ’ hamlet, surrounded by nat undisturbed, where the murmuring 
e “a humbug Mhis is uncourteous and unfair. Lord Eglin- | 7 sin a snes on sabe ? grave of Jonx Surru, who died June ve 17. 1764 Ry scat sa 
; , brook flows gently, and the forest rears its majestic beauty—wher 
did what man could do to give satisfaction, and his arrange- m Hows gt re | : en , } _ onest John Smith, ume shall live for ever. Here is a 
ial P ‘ all's } . 
, the birds sing their blit me tunes, an 7 wers spring up 
ments were made on a scale of princely muniticenes If his tour > , ss ‘ — : ' vault be y ne of t brave old veteran soldier, Colonel 
t } ro ! d ] et at least . 1, } ® proithe loveliness, that the iv ird awakes contempia Ti 
na pronounced a failure, it my at least be admitted that 1 ; : | oe 
, \ we can pond leep d wisely, if ‘ ‘ stcrious 
vas a splet one There was no lack of zeal, care, research, © CSR PONSEE SSCP s : _ my 
) oominess of death Re ne erthis, ve ce rens of cities Le the hero of Fort Stanwix died a fow vears since, ripe mh age 
rseverance, and prodigal expenditure to make tt go off with effect, 7° /. . — . . . = ‘ : 
} } ’ . ltl ‘ pass not the tomb without a thou mours saw sls i the ea » and heard tie last volley 
if untoward circumstances in some measure marred that eflect, . ‘ 7 , \ , | 
— ' adie tm * lof of ¢ — ~ Pesta tired over his grave ext comes astone covermg the dust of severa 
tis ungenerous to become captious and que rulous about what could I entered the en : 2 oe co ' Re , 
, T street, which is here filled with numerous v sr st w os SaCe ‘ . on 
not possibly be helped Ihe weather may be more propitious , is here & . . 
1 } ] ! ’ - 
7 length of the nur . and comparatively of modern cons ction, to It nity i 
other tune, but the causes of want of complete success he deeper noth = . ‘ ! , \ nla 
7 ’ : I scanned over the tablets bearmg the ms t s ot their owners, by Jawes Anexanoerr and his deseer ts, 


These knightly affairs are felt to be at variance with the spirit and “an » : ; sed his con VW aw Earl of Ste , 
withou erving anv of the Knickerbocker names of t “ ‘ “art ! 
manners of the times. A sense of the ludicrous, that mosi fatal ara SER, olbaate ieee : : ; oer and his daughters 















tune.”” Outside of these commence the es a 
enemy to romance, in some measure overspread the whole of the . bl ; 
i } , - ea . In that vault lie the remains of Loxp Sreruive, the revolutionary 
exhibition. You mav teach steeds to prance, curvet, an ! cara Mong, reading the various imacriptions 0 ; 
ito ‘ a ach s ce, » and Ta- : 
e, and armour mav be burnished as brightly of yore ind ladies “ete to the memory of tiny infants—others sacre eral, —Witttiam Livin as = | e governour of New 
» and armour md ’ mis oriv as ot yvore— ad lads —— + —_ - , = —_— aia we 
v besto lov and ringlets and sm and ala octogenarians, many of whom had been | ed vy, a ' ne per ,a ‘ diy of lus son, Judge 
iv bestow cloves, and . am y S amd stiles an lances, , 
, . r There w handsome monument, some three t Brocknotst Livinestox, of the Supreme Court of the United 
! t is easily done—but it ts a more difficult task to kindle ima- ee ee eee eres ; 
: 4 i! ae . ee four } - . , States Distinguished and revered nara 
gination, or reproduce enthusiasm, or infuse even a tone of mode- PPOPeMonantle height, open at the tour ce, Cograming & me , , . 
rate Carnestie to kmeht, damsel spectator There was too urn On the base of the tomh was ar : m tot memory Yonder, im an angle of the churchyard, stands a pillar so d lap 
ra nestness | , it, damsel, p itor wer $s tor 
ad ‘ " ; ; le i , . 
. mead f Mrs. Gara I . * Sacred to all that could } dated that we would imagine the storms of one or two centuries had 
ay a ie ete . Lt © falee? || 0 I Race Lypt ree all that could be 
evident a lack of sinecrity. The whole wa too pally ibiv felt, (alas lost in @ friend 1a brother.” 1 ds rrave of a Mid swept over it The capstone hes broken within the enclosure, but 
> " ‘ ’ os en alt re wT, i Aru vt « “uis Th 7 , . ! . : euee oes , . 
that we should write it.) to be a mere spectacle. Strip any of the : - - ; soggy | EOE ROS ange . ‘ 
“good and courageous” knights pre sent of their armour, and ten to Carrenper, who was unfortunately drowned im the discharge of his wo slabs remam on the base, the others are in meces, and the whol 
good and courageou nig i \ ‘ r, an ‘ . 
but | yplete antipode, the modern dandy, with } uizz duty Some of the stones had sunk so deep in the soil, that t late and drear Yet, that monument was erected only 
t his complete antipode, the modern dandy, with his quiz r- I 
ny « ida h his q wr ; sad is a , , twenty-five vears since to cover the remains of a most va t but 
— nalts | nonchalance, would stand revealed. TI Inscriptions were obscured, and © rudely carved dea head was ’ ‘ ‘ . . rus ‘ ai ‘ pana ‘ 
giass, his coldness, a is nonchals *, would star , he 
ais ; ! bed red. Apl hlor ' t. slight levated, Unfortunate naval hero—Captain James Lawrence Shame! to 
st Extravagant piece of quixotism that the most fearless damsel alone to be discovered. A plain oblo etalon 7 re : : . ‘ 
( 1 hav looked for from anv of them, would have been for him next attracted my attention; I advanced and read the following the citizens of New-York, who can pen their purses for the purpose 
in ‘ ~;OKCU TO ( an . iit i t I ’ iu 1 
° ( rorvreousiv entertamme thew favourite wolitne mrtisans, ar 
to have reno need his “el ib,”” ar d the most magnanimous preee ol MY MOTHER . : Aa er : Ps . 
- one " = o lect the ttered tombs ir gall lead’! One of t} lab 
seli-<denial to have abstained from Crockford’s or Tattersall’s. True “ The trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall le raised enn ae ; nbs Of their gallant deat © of the siabs 








at ~ pt ’ 
was Reskes's exclamation half a century ago in reference to Marie |) Touching and simple epitaph—* My Mother!" No other imseriptio si ea ies The Hero 
Antoinette—* The ave of chivalry is past!” and though the feeling \ was on the tomb to tell the name of the sleeper, or when she di Whose remains are here deposited, 

_ still remains, doubtless, in many a gallant breast that would resist | filial affection had reared the marble—tilial aflection had dropped with his expiring breath 
oppression to the death, and stand up at every hazard to protect the { many a tear over the nameless grave. As I stood by the tomb, | Cxprossed Ris Covotuen te Ate “e 7 
weak against the stro g, stuillit does not manifest itself im the shape thought of my own remaining pare nt—long, long may 1 be betore _ Neither tim fury of battle, 

. The anguish of a mortal wound 


of kmight-errantr Just ¢ mitable laws | . wer lividual ! shall be called to write, or read, the mseription upon Aer monu- . 
ught-errantry. Just and equitable laws have rendered individual |; I shall led to write, or read ’ Neorthe horrors of approaching death 
prowess of less consequence, and insulted and forsaken damsels/ ment A little bevond, lav one who had died before the revolutro Could subdue his gallant spirii 
I could not help copying the name, for it bespoke a countryman oil Ihix dying words were 


“Donr Give ue THLE 


how-a-days, commence actions at law for the breech of (written) 
their kn 


attorney, (both valorous and assiduous in proportion to their fee, 


the first settlers, from the land of Van Tromp and De Ruyter Suir 


Avrican Moghiand. 


I next endeavoured to decipher the inscription upon a vault-stone 


oaths and vows; 





ht is a counsellor, and their esquire an 





He fell in the action between the Che sap) and Shannon, on the 


and most indignantly does the wordy knight demand remuneration 


No— 


first of June, IS13, at the early age of thirty-two Lieutenant 


Lupiow, who fell at the same time, hes buried in the family vault 


m hard cash for the outraged feelmgs of myured mnocence beneath mv feet, but I could only trace the outlmes of a family 


“ Th . 1. Pert , i 
The ace of chivairv ts past And thos os the end of ambition—a name remem- 


crest and coat-of-arms ; age and frequent footsteps had so defaced in the vieimity 


In despite of the times, however, the marquis of Waterford in- the Latin motto and title, that I could interpret nothing definite bered for a season—six feet of earth, and a broken sepulchre! Pass 


tends giving another exhibition next year at Ford Castle, in Cum- though I believe it belonged to one of the early bishops or rectors on.’ A plam red stone tells us that, * Here lies interred Peter Tre- 


berland. Well, it is better than throwing away fortunes in the sa- of the church land, Sergeant Major of the Royal regiment of Artillery, who died 


loons of Paris, on the turn up of dice or the colour of cards, and as Yonder is a monument of more pretensions to the name than any | Octr. 23d 1770 aged 26 years.” Some youth, perhaps, who was 


far as the noble marquis is concerned, it is better pastime than, that surrounds it. It evidently covers the remains of some personage seduced from his home across the seas by the sound of the “ alluring 


painting signs or ma!treating watchmen. drum,” to aandon parents and relatives, in search of the ygnis fatuns 


/ . 
{’ distinguished while living, or wealth has attempted to leave a name 





142 


THE NEW-YORK MIRROR: A WEEKLY JOURNAL OF LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 





of fame ; and here he fillsa forgotten grave, unknowing and unknown ! 
Next comes “ James Glassford, Barrack master to the army of his 
Majesty,” in this city, during the revolution Death at length, it 


appears, drew the soldier's ete rnal 
* quartered” in peace, 
* Till he 


Here is a slatestone bearing an inscription as fresh as if made 


hears the last bugle.” 


but yesterday, though more than a century old It is the grave of 


a mother and her three children 
Here lyeth ve 
With her three Babes at Rest, 
I hope the Lord her Cry did 
And granted her Request 
Deed Jan’y ye 3d 1732 aged 25 yrs 


Jody of Mary Arding 


here 


is a small granite stone with rude cut letters, 


A litth 
erected one hundred and eleven years ago. ‘ Here lyes ye Body 
of William Laight, aged 36. Dee'’d Aug ye 7 1728.” 

We arc the tombs are 


so numerous that we can hardly clamber 1long 


beyond 





’ whe re 
Most of the stones 





north side of the 


now at the 


are of modern date, indeed it is the spot where the latest burials 
Here 


ved 


} 


were made s a slab, however, somewhat age d, surmounted 


n alto relieroa 


HL 
1731 


by a skull, well ¢ 


mn ois 


But, stop—what singular epita this It 
grave of a poet—let us read 
Breese June 9th 1767, 

Made by himself 
Ha! Sidney, Sidney 
Lyest thou here 
[ here 


rill time is flown 


Nameless dead! | 
would seem to be the 


Sidney 


} 
ive 


To its extremity 


Ah! the wag—** made by himself." He had no idea of a posthu- 


mous epicedium. He was mght—one may as we ll know beforehand 
what is to be inseribed on one’s sepulehre, as to trust to the cold 
indifference of heirs or friends. Farewell, Sidney—thou must have 


been * a fellow of im 

As | pass along | frequent mention of the 
birthplace of the departed, engraved upon the old tombs. He or 
“old England.” 


st exquisite humour.” 


un struck with the 


she, was the native of such a town, and shire in 


The remembrance of the ereen hh lls and vallevs they should see 
no more, was perhaps among the last thoughts of the dying, and 
the humble stone tells, the country and birth- 


to every passer vv, 
place of the dead ! 


Here ts 


* Here lies the 
this hfe May 23 1752 aged 
shire in Old England in 1660 
Philadelphia was laid 


1 tomb, with an imseription as follows 


Body of Mr William Bradford Printer, who departed 
He 
over to America in 
He Printer to 

being quite wort 


i 
in the lively 


92 years was born in Leicester 


and came Itis2 


before the City of out Was 


his Government for upwards of 50 years: and 
! 


with old age t 


out and labour, he left this mortal state 


Hopes of 1 blessed Immortality 


Jeneath are a few lines in verse, and an inscription to the memory 


of lus wife, who died in 1731, aged sixty-eight years And who 


was Wiitiam Braprort He was the first printer of note in the 
province —the founder of the gazette edited, a century afterwards, 
by the lamented Joun Lane, and still fourtshing vigorous and hearty 
ws. Franklin, in 
Bradford, as the printer he first saw on his arrival from Boston, when a 


of venerable a 


under its weight of ve his own lite, mentions 


mere boy in pursuit of those fortunes afterwards so celebrated 


described Bradford, at that time, as an old man, 


pearance I believe he was several times imprisoned for publishing 


t royal government Peace to the 


Faust in the 


political matters otlensive to the 


ashes of the first representative of loval province of 


New-York 


The shades of evening are 


crickets 
old 


tombs, and the last rays of the sun are falling upon the tall spire 


gathering around me—the 


have commenced eu nightly cali trom the crevices ot the 


More rapid and hasty 1s heard the footfall of the traveller without 
! 


ires aha 


as he wends his way homeward, to rest from the frettmg « 


toils of the day 


Hark ! the organ is pealing forth its solemn strains, hike a requiem, 


' With 


iteway, and 


for the departed. Fit association tor the hour and the plac 


a lingering look at 





old tombs, I pass out of the 








cherish among my recollections of time spent, usefully and well 
an hour in Trinrry Caurcn Yaro HAL 
LETTERS FROM CORRESPONDENTS. 
WONDERFUL CASE OF ANIMAL MAGNETISM, 
Gulltown, October Wth 
Mr. Eprror—I am confident that vou will not refus » per 
me to make your journal the medimm of communicating to the 
world one of the most extraordinary instances ef autmal maznetism 


upon record. Indeed, had I not myself been an eve witness and an 


ear-witness of the occurrence, | should have been one of 


But you 


assured that, from 





in the world to give it credit know me well enou 


‘ ; 
Editor, to be mv habits of caution and inves 


gation, I am not a person likely to be made the vietim of an 





unposture—nay, that my hab: 


val skepticism is such, and such my 
adherence to old established op:mons, that it was a long time before 
I would admit that Mr. Spoils, the great orator of our county, was 
an honest man and disinterested patriot ; or that Mr. Prosev, our 


village-poet, would be remembered when Pope was forgotten ; or 


that Sir Thomas Lawrence couldn't hold a candle to our celebrated 
portraut-painter, Mr. Daubett 


These facts are now universally 








| admitted ; but it was not till the proots were overwhelming that I 


permitted myself to give them the least credit. 
Of course, you know all about our city of Gulltown It is 


| 


“ billet.’ and here he lies || delightfully situated at the junction of the Great Gumbugbee with | 


the Little Mudpuddlee, and its population is, by the next census, | 


which will be taken in five or six years, somewhere about twenty 
thousand. The Great Union railroad passes, or rather will pass, 
right by the market-house and court-house, both of which are under 
contract, to be built of our new Keshukoo granite by the famous 
architect, Mr. Moonshine 
moment that Mr. Bambuzel, the president of our bank, (which will 


The railroad will be commenced the 


soon go into operation) returns from negotiating the great Gulltown 





i be more healthy than the locatior 





loan in London thing con 


have a littl 


but 
, ou 


The 


of ourcity. To be sure, we fever and aguc every 


one soon gets so accustome dto that as not to mind tt rattle- 
Is not 
The 


wolves are very harmless, and can be easily driven away by setting 


snakes are yearly diminishing, and, in our principal strec 


once a month that any of our children are bitten by them 


fire to the trees. Should you, Mr. Editor, or any of your friends 
wish to invest anything in house-lots in our thriving little city, you 


will please apprise ime by return of mail, as they will probably be 
ill taken up, should you delay 
The 


operator was the distinguished Dr. Hummumwell, whose reputation 


But to return to the wonderful case of animal magnetism 


as a man of science and successful practitioner is familiar to every- 


body. ‘The operatee was Mr. Hoaxee of our city, a very promising 


young gentleman, who has acquired a fortune by his land specula- 





} tions in Gulltown. The scene of the operation was the bar-room 
endid edifice, which (when finished) 


in New-York ! 


For some d 


of the Gulltown House, a 





will surpass Astor's great hotel ivs 


revious to the affair, Mr. Hoaxee had been somewhat of an invalid 
in consequence of having indulged a little too freely in the yuleps, 


cobblers, hailstorms, and other liquid compounds, which may be 


obtained in such admirable perfection at the Gulltown House. On 





the afternoon in question, he was sitting betore the tire putting a 
cigar, when Dr. Hummumwell entered, and after asking for a brandy 
sling, tock a seat by his side, and began to converse upon his favou 
topic of animal magnetism. 1 immediately joined int 


e conversa 
tion, tribe of 
} 


science, and laughing at the whole 


Mitchill 


ridiculing the 

Mesmer to Dr 

pride was roused 
‘What will you bet, 


vchevers from the doctor's 


} 


7 1} * that irow our friend 


Sale ic, tiid 


magnetic slee 


I can't t 


Hoaxee here into a p-—hay, carry hin as far as the 


tenth stage, which ts that of transcendental lucidity 


, + 


{ Tt is impossible 


Weak: coneesen t? 
* Will you bet me a 
“« Ves. 


“You hear him, yentlemen ! He bets 


} 


bottle of old Mono la that I can’t 





1 : 
a dozen bottles 
a dozen bottles 


will decide who ts the loser 


Che doctor then commenced manipulating his subject, | 


} 


his forefinger and thumb slowly from the shoulder to the waist 
Mr 


minutes had not elapsed before 


To my utter surprise, five 
Hoax: ¢ was sound aslet p 
There, 


or somnambulatory stage, when he ts perfectly 


gentlemen,” said the doctor, “* he is now in 





l Issiv¢ 


exercise of my will. [| can converse with him now without the 


agency of the voice, through the 


medium of sunple volition Ont 


course he cannot hear a word that vou may sav, neither anything 


that I may say, without I will it. Suppose T now put the question 
to him mentally whether he will lend 


dollars 


me a couple of thousand 


You will see by the expression of his countena 





how 

he takes my inquiry 
Wit wut sy iking i 

What was our 


word, the doctor then put the 


amazement at secing an ¢ xpression of 


strony reiuc 


} 


tance and displeasure come over the countenance of the magnetized 
patient! 

“And now, gentlemen,” cont ed the doctor I will say 
sometoing ditferent I will say- Hoaxee, let us take a drink 
You will notice whether or no his countenance changes.” 


Again did the doctor look hard at t t 


e sleeping man, and, withou 


uttermg a svilable, make the propose d remark Will you believe 
it’'—The face of the patient immediately brightened, and he held 


forth his hand as if to receive a tumbler 


*T will now, gentlemen, with your permission,” continued Doctor 








Hummumwell, * carry my patient through the intermediate stages 
to that of transcendental lucidity—a stage, whereim he can not only 
see t gs a thousand miles off, but things a thousand vears off.” 
Ihe doctor then, with his forefinger, made a few circles round 
the head of the patient, until the latter sneezed and opened his eves 
Phis was the consummation the magnetizer had been waiting for 
* Now then, we shall have litt peep de und the gre at curtain,” 
said the doctor, rubbing his hands * Furst, he shall go to New- 


Hoaxee, yust do me the 
head of Wall-street, 


York, and tell us what is going on there 


favour to take a ) 


imp into Broadway, at the 
and jet 


me know what thev are about.” 





nt on hearmg Hoaxee reply 


ng down old Trinity e} Clouds 


ot describe our amazem 


* Blow me, but they are tear 





irch 





and mortar flying about. * Broadway u 


the 


ot dust are p! Broadway 


up " crv omnibus bovVs rhe street is crowded wih vehicles 


oft all kinds. * Here’s the Evening Signal,—onlv one cent,’ shouts 





an urchin under my nose 


* Buy it, Hoaxee, and read us the news,” interrupted the doctor 


To our increased wonder, the patient took a cent from his pocket 
threw i dewn, 


continued 


and ind then, seeming to read from a newspaper, 


“The new Metropolitan theatre, watch returns, Major Noah, 


Marsh's last, grand spectacle at the Bowery, Stephen Price and 


| — —— : = ——— — 
| the press, Vandenhoff’s Hamlet, great fire, new Wellerism, capital 
| number of the Mirror, ete.—nothing new—” 


| “Enough, Hoaxee ; now, if you please, just pitch into the mid. 


| dle of next year, and take a walk through Wall-street, and tell ys 
what you see.” 
You may partially conceive of our astonishment, Mr. E itor. 





||} when Mr. Hoaxee, without more ado, complied with this extraord). 





nary request. ‘The architecture of the street he described 


m the 
most amusing and mimute manner, € xpressing fis admiration, 





warmest terms, at the appearance of the new exchang 


custom-house. No sooner had he completed his description 1 ar 


the doctor requested him to push ahead as far as the vear 1900 


and to walk into the first hotel he might come across in Broady 


Vay 


road 


rs 





ind read the newspa 


1 will close my present communication, Mr. Editor, by fun 





you with some of the extracts which Mr. Hoaxe« 
* The 1900 
according to Mr. Hoaxee’s asseveration, was sixteen feet by twen 
As he 


read to us fror 


Great Western Gazette” of The size of the sheer 


five, and it was sold for a penny read the different para 
graphs, | took them down in short hand, and they form, as \ 
suppose, a series of most remarkable revelations. It is vunecessar 
to add, that I lost my bet to Dr. Hommumwell, and readily 


in return for the very curious miormation ! Was cnabied to gather 
From the Great Western Gazette 


DISASTROUS CONFLAGRATION 














The great fire in Seventy-first-street, last 1 ight, Was st 
visible to the inhabitants of both extremities of ou s 
rhe hattan theatre, built to hold ten thousand people, y 
totally destroved The fire is SUPpOsee to have originated tro 
combustibles employed in the representation of Mr. Fitzflust 
splendid drama of *'The Demon of the Vol ‘ W s 
duced last evening, for the six hundredth time, to an overwhe 
hous« The magniticent wardrobe of our great native trage M- 
Tareitt, was wholly destroved ; and Miss Teetotuim., th: “ 
lost about fifty thousand dollars in dresses, slippers, ge 
It is expected t a new theatre, on a much larger scale, « 2 
three whole squares on Eighty-seventh-street, will be erect 
the close of the week In the meantime, the Man 
will be « ngage d at the old Me tropolitan theatre, « nie if 
street and Broadway 

ERIAL ACCIDENTS 

D ring the tremendous hurricane of last Wednesday 
cars * President” and * Great Wester came nh « 

etv feet over the town of Saratoga \ dre sscng 
were thrown out of the cars by the collision, and pree 
earth rhe ground about the Congress-hotel was fo . 


with limbs the next morning. In consequence of th 


withdrawal of these two wrial locomotives from the route, the S 


Louis papers of yesterday have not vet been receive 
FROM THE East 

The Boston papers of this morning state that there is 

that Bunker Hill Monument will be « 


The old found ition, however, 1s found to be so d apiciate 


a prospect the 


will be necessary to raise three or four hundred thousand rs 


more, before the work can be recommenced It S leare 


will delay operations two or three vears longer 





very significantly and appropriately remarks: “ The i 
this monument has been so long deferred, that people v 
gotten what it was meant to commemorate We honestly oS 
our ignorance upon this head’ Can anv of our antiquar 
enlighten us! 
USEFUL INVENTION 
The late accident which befe l ul < . ‘ s 





(sumgum continues to manutfact 


reminds us that Mr 


fs spiend d estab 


rubber safety p: rachutes,” at 


Fourteenth-street and Broadway 


xdmirable articles, our worthy fell 





ceeded in descending to the gri ¥ with his 
on the occasion of the late deplo accident Wi 





readers to Mr. Gumgum’s advertisement at the 








col of the third page of this dav's ; cr 
FATAL RENCONTRE 
A Chicago paper states that a tatal rencont 
Tuesday between Mr Spitire, the editor of the * ‘ 
Screamer,” and Mr. Slash of the ** National Sealping Knii I 


partics fought with battle-axes, and the 








extremely desperate, | en minutes ‘ 
both parties losing an ear and a part of the jaw-bone M 
hie r 7 . , } ] 

nbie gashes were then given and received, till the as 

were nearly severed from the shoulders—when, throwing 3s 
their axes, the furiated combatants yrappicd each y 
throat, and fell mortally wounded, each with the other's : 
arms. ‘This occurence,” says the Chicago Couric s 


a gloom over our peaceful city 
WHERE Is 


THE BLAME 





We wish that our new postmaster-general would be a littl 
Our New-Orleans pape™ 
1. Aletter i 


a frend in the citv of Oregon, dated October twelfth. 


atteutive to the duties of his station 


do not reach us till two days after their publicatio 





us till the twentieth. This remissness is altogether too bad 
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LITERARY NOTICES. TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. Dahlias.—We regret that we did not visit the establishment of 
























Mr. Thor r iu 4° 
A ‘ a . . Mr wr m allet's (ove carer 1 e season: but, even at 
The Damse! of Darien. By the author of “ The Yemasse,” “Guy Rivers,” We are gratified to find that our last number, embellished as it was with one of . . en a 
€ mid- +Mellichampe,”etc. In two vols. Philadelphia: Lea and Blanchard the most beautiful plates ever executed in this country, has given universal | ‘YS MSO period, we were st nt at the wonderful 
tell us From the size and appearance of this work we should judge that satisfaction. Good as that number unquestionably was in tts literary con- beauty displayed it a glance, the 
. . ‘ 2 tents, (thanks to our correspondents.) the present will be found, we hope: emby the ‘ , } . _ 
the present was the most ambitious and successful incursion Into : y “v eye embraces ‘ “A ned dahha mits, m fall flower, 
. the | equally interesting We have some pictorial novelties in preperation, » 4 
Editor, the realms of romance, that the author has yet made. Mr. Simms we shell sc0n have the pleasure of anneunrins pant mA } y« we K ‘ ‘ ol the é 
traord)- wields a pen of no ordinary power. He is one of the most atiuent Irving, Esq., entitled “ A Leg fl Is .” shall appear in ou ' » through ¢ shade ’ of red, c, pink, and 
In the writers of the dav His imagery is lavish and beautiful, and his mpechtasneenaed .% abet enriched next werk with « Seeutt{ul, ortgine Uke, i / We derstand 
, - 1 1 diff - If led “ Romanza” by Bassim. It has, while in manuscript, excited the admiration that contlen { | 7 " t | 
. in th ¥ reas > ar se ve ~: Do ) name ‘ | th i \ ssed ‘ rat cole 
a The style bold, expressive and diltus¢ we were called upon to name of many distinguished amateurs.—** An Old Contributor” Aes effecty 
the , defect, we should say that the principal was a want of condensa- | disguised both his hand-writing and his style. His verses ave a little t rated exhih s the ve ex st admuirat t 
, an ‘ ' 
m Ua ton and sententiousness He is sometimes circumlocutory when | carelessly put together for our purposes.—We have no disposition to embark . y . s s« ervt they had 
on and ircut r| purp ? 
r 1900 hn» ehould be abrupt. But his style has its advantages. His colours | tn the stormy controversy which our correspondent *C.” seems disposed t ser nm that co \ Inder 0 ‘ t a0 C4 il to the 
= ' i ; . ; | excite.—A letter froma ** Member of the Dramatic Club” ts full of un; f ¢ 
1dwa . | | I a hand, the 1e “ts are oft ic ‘ : B« ‘ “ ‘ . 
¥ are laid on with so liberal a hand, that fine etiec ire often produce sched clundere, We wander that the eriter could Gmanias. for o moment, thet _ 
where none were premeditated. There are some splendid scenes he could make the Mirror his organ of communication.—The verses by * Wes ahancces . ertecty 
nishing this highly-wrought romance. The description of the hurricane |} Point,” the story by * X.” end the stanzas to a popular prima donna by * | It as uclle " s ) many 
S Iror the first volume is masterly. The dramatic interest of the story ¥.” are respectfully declined.— An immense quantity of poetry lies under ow vers are ¢ f 
a ' 


. n table, sudject to the disposition of the writers P 
sheet « skilfully excited, and the characters are sketched with much spit erly 








venty- wndability. This will be one of the most popular of the author's works. |} scent ‘ ; 
’ - 7. = y St 
tn - THE NEW-YORK MIRROR.) peso torss ‘ ap ahve 
' Calidore ; A Legendary Poem: By William J. Pabodie. Boston: Marsh, d it wes sca ow 
ate Capen, Lyon and Webb. Pp. 48 


ssar SATURDAY, OCTOBER 26, 1839 New-York o ur “ sister city of 





“(Calidore” is the title of a poem pronoanced by the author be- 





fe the society of United Brothers, of Brown University 


' -™ The late W t Dur -We should not omit to take a mor i pera A fow davs s - ‘ . 


ank verse oi Mr. Pabodie is occasion ally a littl oo prosaic, Dut 





















































t yincipal poem is marked by many highly poetical thoughts and || G¢ed hotice, Than has yet appeared 1 re ins, Of One W . I i 
he pr i | £ 
elodious passages Lh torv is interesting well told has OCCUpIEd, ¢ g the fast century, a considera Space ‘ W _ i t 1 Ml 
. f ¢ Pf, ec ‘ } ' 
lowing little gem from the German of Goethe possesses an in- || CYES Of Mie wor 1 ol ar ul of lite l ( ‘ \ Maede | . j | 
e charm vertiser ¢ tains hk ah) ogra} ca = . lwet «t prove P F a 
— SON t re i ite ac t ma c et ! ere ‘ . ‘ \l ~ 
Manv thousand stars are burning flered to the | lie * As an artist, Mr. Dunla pied ( ( 1] 
ate Bright ithe vault of might, pect e rank, and as @ man of ietters a distin ied i Wroe ke 7 ‘ ‘ }? li a 
s Many an earth-worn heart is yearning early turned his attention to painting, and his 4 rait of W M - ever 
Upwards with a fond delight 
ton—a cravon sketch—uis belevod to be the oldest cture ot " 
- Stars of ! ty, stars of glory x 
VW > 1 ! sirious man ext t His latte 1 ( U ‘ As ! ‘ ‘ | 
Radiant wanderers of the skv os a : 
seus Weary of the world’s sad story, the * Christ ejected, d the ** Crucifixion, ted after the ‘ | Wi 
Ever w i we gaze on gh designs of Wes om the etched o on. W \ 5 . 3 
1 following extract ts a favourable specime n of the longer poem Som ol his | wiraits had constdcravie erit sf ex pe 
O, when the he is torn, when, one by one, the late Thomas Eddy, painted for the New-York Hos ti < | < 
5 The forms to which it clung are swept away, Jack Lawton, painted as an illustration of one of Cooper's characters 
If but a sing! yeet stl remain, in the Spy, is also verv clever. He had a st * love for the dr i, 
. — ; ay 
Unharmed an storms of time and de ath, 1-2 " ‘ Ww s cess ‘ ‘ iH 
1 , and did much towards Its clevatior im this « try fic Was, tor 
How dot its severed tendrils forth, : : thst ‘ enn ‘ tt " . 
Ve s, U principal nana r ol the old st theatre, Nt 
And twine this sole-remaining hope— va e ; ; . , " , 
With what j tensity of love, elieve, also, for a time, of the Park But his reputat » man a ne 
ret ; 5 ve \I ‘ ‘ ‘ ] ont 
With what an anxious fondness! h her true, of letters will be the ost endurmg Che productions of s 
Unshared devot i to this opening flower have been numerous, and his we are » be found the severa ut. 1 ; 
; a the Bi veinasilins : : Ir. Rake ‘ ‘ 
Nor was th V worthy of a love departments of the drama, biography, history and tictio His firs ; 
g Even such as this—tor from his earhest years, 7 . . Di . t ‘ \ it . ‘ t 
1 7) lwographical work, we believe, was the ite { Charles Brockde 
He was a paticr ind a ge ntle child : a ni slit ‘ \ 
Nor his the th that doth ofttimes spring Brow! vhich was soon lollowes vy the ! t Cee re Frederick 
s torpor—for his spirit lyre ( k More valuabie still we his two a works of m ed i sty \\ ‘ 
. test breeze that swept its chords uistorv and bwgraphvy, the History of the Amernecan Stage, a ee) ‘ . ‘ ‘ ‘ 
© | 
Ss! —bu I < , ' , 
es ve—but In part it rose History of the Arts of Design in the United States. His more t the Lyceum UB) iN ‘ \ é | 
o' ertlowing kindliness of heart, , . , 
recent works, with the exception of that clever and wholesom \ a0 t oe s ‘ 
ous love for all things animate, : — ‘ 
itself regardless, would not pam fiction, “ The Cold Wate Man,” have been histor A 1) of ornitho t an et daveot \ i orves 
lf regard ; ot pal 
of all its fellows; and in part four vears ago he published a valuable compend of the history of | ™ t tin ‘ ! ‘ \\ 
e possession of a soul which found the state of New-York, for the use of schools, and at the time of America ts mut ft N . 
-elf, and needed not the attack of paralysis, whi is ove ullv carr him of i tte ‘ 
The aid of outward circumstance to wake , , , , 
was engaged upon, and had nost completed, irge history ¢ ‘ft 1 
re Its mvriad Cmotions ———— > F ‘ 2 eatre to 
the state rhe first volume of this work has been blished, an 
} ’ 
—— Fi rected l san ( ” 
lunt’s Merchants’ Magazine und Commercial Review Published by | the second we are told ts nearly out We think it will be a valu- \ | i 
> 7? ae ea ‘ ie ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ 
oe ‘ nan Hunt, 14% Fulton-street able acquisition to 0 store of history—es Liv os repository netro —— 
We are especially pleased to witness the continued success of } 7 — ; 
ot tacts It was as a collector of these rather than as a brilliant L _ . a . 4 M \\ ‘ 
smagazine. But it has not surprised us. It was a novel exper \ : -” 7 2 is ; v «i st 
' ! writer that Mr. D pp one t Iti ened ‘ s patience . I 
. nent, yet fi vice ap in our literature that we expected bbe ‘ 
, in research were remarkable and untiring His mind was clear rtakine a few 
s trumph ti t of course on the talent and enterprise in- , = , . 
kee x and vigorous down to the time of his attack by disease, and his : 
sted in Its management These have been abundantly bestowed. , ' | tw ae SuLTees y< . \ ue 
} " . | E memory Was a grand store-house of facts and anecdotes, personal 
ud the magazine is no lo ra doubtful exper:ment “very num- , 
: . : S and historical Hence he was one of the most nteresting com Evening Stig This is t t Tr | r, s 
er has bee ‘ <0 mereantile expositions clear - — 
" = , ‘ panions in conversation often to be met with perbly } ‘ 
d comprehensive statistics The October number before us fully : th , 
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ia vein was the hope that had cheer’d him on, His hope in the de-sert—the wa-ters—were gone, His hope in the de-sert—the wa-ters—were gone. 
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THIRD VERSE 





- - t the spring. ‘Drink!’ said the A-rab 
fail'd the poor tra-vel-ler a e sp x >. 


Ad hib. 





-tal trea-sure I'll share with 
een thee, The 


Ad lib. 


Ritard 








crystal trea-sure I'll share 


I must fast, For half of my 
gh J 


FOURTH VERSE. 





‘Nay,’ said the wea-ry one, 


with thee.’ *let me die, 


Molto espress. 


for thee, And I am a lone-one, none watch for me, And I am a lone-one, none, none watch for me.’ 


Molto espress. 





fa-ther re-turn-ing, fear not for me, For HE who has sent me to thee this day, Will watch o-ver meon my de-sert way! Will watch o-ver me on my 





* Drink!’ said the A-rab, 


is mot yet past, °Tis far ere my home and my 
ey 


For thou hast e-ven 


FIFTH VERSE. 
Con moto. 


a. 
” Faint-ing he call’d on the Ho-ly name, And swift o’er the de-sert an A-rab came, And with him he bore of that bless-ed thing That fail’d the poor tray-ler at the spring, That 


Ritard Espress. 
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I see, But the 
chil-dren 


that are 


than I, And chil-dren 
ed hast thou 


more nc 






*my chil-dren shall see Their 
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de - sert way!’ 





MISCELLANY. 


LINES FOR MUSIC.—ONE FACE ALONE. 


One face alone, one face alone, 
These eyes require ; 
But, when that longed-for sight is shown, 
What fatal fire 
Shoots through my veins a keen and liquid flame, 
That melts each fibre of my wasting frame ! 


One voice alone, one voice alone, 
But, when its meek mellifiuous tone 
Usurps mine ear, 
Those slavish chains about my soul are wound, 
Which ne'er till death itself, can be unbound. 


One gentle hand, one gentle hand, 
I fain would hold ; 
But, when it seems at my command, 
My own grows cold ; 
Then low to earth I bend in sickly swoon, 
As lilies drooping mid the blaze of noon. 


STATR OF THE THERMOMETER.—* How does the thermometer 
stand '!” asked a father of his son. “ It don't stand at all, sir—it 
hangs,” was the reply. ‘ Well, but I mean how high is it!” 
“ Just about five feet from the floor.” “ Pooh! you fool—how 
does the mercury range!" “ Up and down—perpendicular.” 

A eoop one.—*“ Mister,” said a Johnny Raw, from New-Jersey, 
who lately visited the Argus office, * don’t folks pay for their paper 
without dunnen! I guess if I was a printer, I'd tickle em with an 
oat straw. Why, my father takes the paper, and I've heard him 


tell mother he'd just as lief cheat the parson as the printer.” 
Honesty.—A knavish attorney asked a very worthy gentleman 

what was honesty! “ What is that to you! meddle with those | 

things which concern you.” 


INcLeDoN anp suetr.—Charles Incledoa, who was better known 
as a Vocalist than as a wit, being one day at Tattersall’s, Richard 
Suett, the comedian, who also happened to be there, asked him, 
* whether he had come to buy a horse!” * Yes,” said “harles ; 
** but why are you here, Dickey’ Do you think you should know 
the difference between a horse and an ass!" “ O yes,” replied the 
comedian ; “ if you were among a thousand horses, I should know 
you immediately.” 

Dantias.—Dahlias are like the most beautiful women without 
intellectuality ; they strike you with astonishment by their exterior 
splendour, but are miserably destitute of those properties which 
distinguish and render agreeable less imposing flowers. Had nature 


given the fragrance of the rose or stock to the dahlia, it would have | 
been the most magnificent gem of the garden; but, wanting per- | 


fume, it is like a fine woman without mind 

Lovis Puiuirer.—The king of the French withdraws the annual 
allowance hitherto paid by his government to the Italian Opera 
The present manager's coutract expires next year, and so many 
persons have applied to conduct the theatre at their own risk, that 
the usual allowance of the whole rent of the theatre will also be 


| discontinued 


Warers.—The oldest letter yet found with a red wafer was 


| written in 1624, from D Krap, at Spires, to the government at 


Bayreuth. Wafers are ascribed, by Labat, to Genoese economy 
In the seventeenth century they were only used by private persons ; 
and public seals commence only in the eighteenth century 


ArtiriciaL MEMoRY.-—A humorous comment on such systems | 


was made by a waiter at an hotel where Feinaigle dined after having | 


given his lecture on artificial memory. A few minutes after the 
professor left the table, the waiter entered with uplifted hands and 


eves, exclaming—* Well, I protest the memory-man has forgotten | 
' g I } 


his umbrella. 

SINGULAR ADVERTISEMENT.—A lady advertises for sale, in a 
southern paper, one baboon, three tabby cats, and a parrot. She 
states that, being married, she has no further use for them. 


\} 
Broadway 


THE INDIAN MAIDEN 


* Brave son of a chieftain! beloved Cherokee ' 
This war-belt of Wampum is proniised to thee ; 
Long. long may it flutter and sine on thy breast— 
My bravest and brightest, my wisest and best ! 


“*Tis woven with coral, with beads and with shells: 
It shall be on thy heart the most potent of spells, 

jd teens. repee I 

To save thee from ambush, to shield thee from harm, 
To quicken thy sight, and give strength to thine arm 


** Rejoicer in battle ! what forest or stream 

Sees thy heron-plume wave, and thy tomahawk ale am 

Does the Father of Waters swe ep on thy sharp prow ? 
Sure threader of dark woods! oh, where art thou now! 


* Dost hunt the fierce bison, or shoot the fleet deer! 
O'er the prairie’s wide level dost bend thy carcer ! 
Or, worn with the heat and the toil of the chase, 
Does the mist of the cataract moisten thy lace ? 


While thus spake the maiden, an eagle who beat 

The clouds with his pinions, fell dead at her feet ; 
And the arrow, which reach’d him, while mounting so free. 
Was sped from the bow of the young Cherokee 





FROM A FRAGMENT OF GALLUS 


Thou com'st to me by morn, my love, 
And thou art bnghter far 

Than the new light ; and, if by night, 
Than Hesper’s rising star 
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